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PREFACE. 


Tue Collection of Tales, entitled“ The Seven Sages,” or “ The 
Seven Wise Masters of Rome,” may be regarded as one of the 
most popular works of fiction of the Middle Ages. “Few works,” 
Mr Dunlop observes, “ are more interesting and curious than 
“ the Seven Wise Masters, in illustrating the genealogy of fiction, 
“ or its rapid and almost unaccountable transition from one coun- 
“ try to another.“ In like manner, a French antiquary remarks, 
“On ne connoit point de livres qui aient été traduits en autant 
de langues, et sous autant de formes différentes.” * Another 
foreign critic, in treating of the Popular books of the Germans, 
adopts a more enthusiastic style, and speaks of “ The Seven 
Wise Masters,” “as a work that must be respected by us for its 
“ venerable antiquity. It sprang originally from the Indian Moun- 
“ tains, whence, from primeval times, it took its course as a little 
“ rivulet, and poured into a westerly direction through Asia’s wide 


History of Fiction, vol. ii. p. 166, 2d edit. 1816. 
Roquefort, De I’Etat de la Poésie Frangoise dans les xiie et xiiie Siècles, p. 173. 
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“ field, and while it proceeded for thousands of years through 
space and time, always spreading more and more in reaching us. 
„Out of it whole generations and many nations have drunk; and 
“ having passed to Europe with the great tide of population, it is 
“now also in our day and generation supplied to such a con- 
“ siderable portion of the public, that in regard to its celebrity, 
“and the magnitude of its sphere of influence, it reaches the 
„holy books, and surpasses all classical works.“ 

Without assigning to the work either such very remote anti- 
quity, or attributing to it such extraordinary influence, there can 
be no doubt of its great popularity. It has indeed been traced into 
almost every modern language, either in verse or prose, from its 
Oriental prototype, The Book of the Seven Councillors, or the 
Parables of SanpaBar,”.an Indian philosopher; although it is pro- 
bable that some portions of the work were originally supplied by 
the fertile invention of the Greeks. Without attempting, how- 
ever, to trace its, origin, or to enumerate, the several versions of 
this highly popular work, it may be sufficient to indicate some of 
the sources from whence further information may be derived. 


The romance of The Seven Wise Masters, in all its varied 
forms, consists of a number of stories connected into one con- 
tinued. dramatic narration; of which the Arabian Nights’, Enter- 
tainments, the Decameron of Boccacio, and the Canterbury Tales 
of Chaucer, furnish the most unrivalled examples. The names of 


J. Görres, “ Ueber die Teutschen V¥otksttcher," as quoted by Keller, in the Nun to his 
edition of“ Li Romans des Sept Sages,” p. 1. 

* A writer in the Gentleman’s Magazine, August 1832 (p. 136), attempts to show that the work, 
in part at least, had a Grecian origin, from whence it was carried to the East. 
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the persons, the frame-work, and the stories introduced, differ 
considerably in the several versions; but the plan remains essen- 
tially the same, and may be thus briefly stated: 

Diocletian, Emperor of Rome, had a son named Florentine. 
After the death of the Empress, Diocletian convened the wisest 
and most learned men, from whom he selected seven, under whose 
charge he placed the child to be instructed in the seven liberal 
arts. This they undertook to accomplish in the space of seven 
years. In the mean while the Emperor was persuaded to marry 
again, and became so much enamoured with his new wife, as in a 
great measure to forget his son. When the time of tuition was 
nearly expired, the Empress, who had heard the young Prince very 
highly commended, felt the strongest desire to see him, and easily 
persuaded her husband to summon him to court. His Masters, 
the night before their intended journey, thought it advisable to 
consult the stars, when they discovered that the first moment the 
young Prince, after his arrival at court, should open his lips would 
prove fatal to him, and very possibly to each of themselves. On 
hearing such an alarming prediction, Florentine himself examined 
the heavens, and ascertained that, if he could preserve a strict 
silence during seven days, the threatened danger would be avert- 
ed, and he might expect many years of security and happiness. 

Florentine was received at court with every demonstration of 
joy, till the Emperor, surprised at his son's want of speech, 
threatened his Masters as the cause of it. The Empress, however, 
requested the Prince's attendance in her own apartment, in the 
view of discovering the cause of this impediment; and, when 
alone, she proposed and offered every encouragement to the 


viii PREFACE. 


indulgence of a criminal passion. Florentine still preserved invin- 
cible silence; but shewed such aversion to her proposals, that, at 
length finding her solicitations ineffectual, her love passed into the 
extreme of rage, and tearing her hair, and rending her clothes, like 
another Potiphar’s wife, she accused the Prince of an attempt to 
ravish her, and demanded of the Emperor his instant execution. 
To confirm the Emperor in this resolution she tells him the tale 
of the Pinote tree, and impressed with the example thus exhibit- 
ed, he gave express commandment to put his son to death next 
day. While he is conveyed towards the place of execution, one 
of the Seven Wise Masters stops the procession, until he has 
remonstrated with the Emperor on his injustice and cruelty :— 
he assures him, should he sacrifice his son, he would be tortured 
by unavailing remorse, as was the Knight who slew his good grey- 
hound. The Emperor, who is easily swayed by the words of the 
last speaker, and who has an inordinate fondness for stories, desires 
to hear this tale, which the First Master obstinately refuses, until 
he has obtained an order to suspend the execution till next day. 
In this manner, through six successive days, he is alternately pre- 
vailed on by the Empress at night, by telling some appropriate 
story, to order his son to be put to death on the following morn- 
ing; while his purpose is delayed as each Master, in his turn, by 
exciting his curiosity, obtains a further respite, in order to relate 
some other example, illustrating the risk of inconsiderate punish- 
ment. At length, the fatal interval of seven days having elapsed, 
the young Prince, no longer under the dread of his threatened 
danger, to the unspeakable delight of the Emperor, breaks his 
silence, and relates the tale of the Ravens; and having con- 
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victed the Empress of her false accusations, she suffers merited 
disgrace and punishment. 


It has been doubted whether any Indian original of the Para- 
bles of SanpaBaR ever existed. We find, however, mention 
made of versions of it into different languages, Persian, Arabic, 
Hebrew, and Syriac. Manuscript copies of one or more versions 
of the Hebrew text exist in public libraries, and also in a printed 
form; but, from the account given of the work, it possesses no 
more than a general resemblance in its plan to the Seven Wise 
Masters. A nearer approach is made in the Greek romance of 
Synr1pas, some copies of which profess to be translated from the 
Persian, others from the Syriac. An analysis of this work was 
given by M. Dacier, and a short abstract in Ellis’s Specimens. * 
The King is Cyrus of Persia, and Syntipas is the tutor of the 
young Prince; while there are Seven Philosophers, each of whom 
tells two tales in order to save the Prince’s life. “ This last cir- 
“ cumstance is an argument, I think,” says Mr Tyrwhitt, “ for the 
“ originality of Syntipas; and another may be drawn from the 
“ insipidity of the greatest part of the tales. An eminent Orien- 


The Romance, or Parables of Sandabar, in Hebrew, was printed under the title of Mischrz 
Sanpazak, first at Constantinople, in 1516, and afterwards at Venice, in 1544, 1568, and 1605. 
Our countryman James Bonaventura Hepburn is said by Dempster (Hist. Eccles. p. 364) to have 
translated the work from Hebrew into Latin. 

See Notice d'un Manuscrit Grec, de la Bibliothèque du Roi; Ecriture du xvie siécle, sur 
papier in 4°. coté 2912. Par M. Dacier.” Memoires de I’ Academie Royale des Inscriptions et 
Belles Lettres, vol. xli. p. 546. This MS. of Syntipas professes to be translated from the Syriac. 

* Specimens of Early English Metrical Romances, vol. iii. p. 9. 

* Chaucer’s Canterbury Tales, vol. ii. p. 490, 4to edit. The romance itself has been since pub- 
lished under this title, Lurriaag. De Syntipa et Cyri filio Andreopuli Narratio, e Codd. Pariss. 
edita, a Jo. Fr. Boissonade.” Parisiis, 1828, 8vo. It may be added, that there exists a collection 
of Fables in Greek also ascribed to Syntipas. These were first published by Professor C. F. Mat- 
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talist mentions the Hebrew romance as a work unworthy of much 
notice, and adds, Le roman Grec de Syntipas tel que nous le 
“ connoissons, est beaucoup plus étendu que le roman Hébreu de 
“ Sendabar, et ne peut pas étre la source de ce dernier.“ 

The earliest version of“ The Seven Wise Masters,” in any 
modern language, is probably that in French verse, entitled 
DoLorarfros. It was derived from a Latin copy, ascribed to 
Dan John, a monk of the Abbey of Haute-Selve. The translator 
was Hesers, surnamed the Clerk, who flourished some time in the 
course of the thirteenth century. This metrical version contains 
about 9000 lines, and is now in the course of publication, for the 
first time, at Paris, under the auspices of M. le Roux de Lincy, 
with a preface by M. Loiseleur de Long Champs, a distinguished 
Orientalist, who, we may confidently expect, will throw much new 
light on the Eastern versions of the work. 

Another Latin romance, entitled“ HISTORIA SREPTEM SAPIEN- 
tum Romag,” or “ Historia Calumniae Novercalis, que Septem 
Sapientum inscribitur,” was frequently printed towards the close 
of the fifteenth century. This work has been considered as the 
original of most of the subsequent imitations in French, both verse 
and prose, and also in various other languages. One of those in 
French verse was the work of an anonymous Trouvére, of the 


thaei of Moscow. * Syntipae Philosophi Persae Fabulae L XII. Graece et Latine, ex duobus Codi- 
cibus Mosquensibus primum edidit,” &e. Lipsiae, 1781, Svo. 

1 See p. 417 of “ Notice d'un Manuscrit Hébreu, &c. contenant un fragment de la version 
Hébraique du livre de Calila et Dimna, ou Fables de Bidpai, le Roman intitulé Paraboles de San- 
dabad, et divers autres Traités. Par M. Silvestre de Sacy.“ Notices et Extraits des Manuscrits, 
&c., tom. ix. p. 397-450. Paris, 1813. 4to. 5 

The exact date of the work has been disputed among French writers. Some assign it to the 
reign of Lewis VIII., who died in 1226; others fix it as late as 1260. See ee 172. 
Keller (Enleitung), p. xxxix. 


PREFACE. xi 


same age with Hebers, and contains 5061 lines. It remained 
unpublished till last year, when it was accompanied with a most 
curious and elaborate dissertation (in German), containing the 
most minute account that has yet appeared relating to the several 
versions and editions of the work in different languages, and also 
elucidating the history of the various tales which it contains. It 
has the following title: LI Romans pes Serr Sacxs, nach der 
„ Pariser Handschrift herausgegeben von Heinrich Adelbert 
Keller, Doctor der Philosophie, &c.“ Tübingen, 1836, 8vo, 
pp. cexlvj and 197. 

The most ancient English copy of the Seven Wise Masters, 
in our own language, is contained in the Auchinleck MS., and 
has been assigned to the early part of the fourteenth century. 
It is a fragment of 2630 lines; but corresponds very closely with 
a more perfect copy, written in the Scotish dialect, and entitled 
„ Tur Process or tHE Sevyne Sachs.“ The latter is preserved 
among the Cotton MSS. (Galba, E. 9.) in the British Museum. 
The Emperor is named Diocletian, and his son Florentine. The 
Seven Masters are Bancillas, Ancilles, Lentilion, Malquedras, 
Caton, Jesse, and Maxentius. The “ Process,” Tyrwhitt says, 
“jis not later than Chaucer’s time, and agrees exactly with Les 
“ Sept Sages de Rome, in French prose, in MS. Harl. 3860.“ 
From these two copies Mr Ellis* gave a minute analysis of the 
work, preceded with a copious and learned account of its origin 
and the various translations, partly derived from information 
communicated to him by the late intelligent antiquary, Francis 


* Chaucer’s Canterbury Tales, vol. ii. p. 490. 
* Specimens of Early English Metrical Romances, vol. iii. p. 23-101. 
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Douce. The text itself; extending to 4002 lines, has been sub- 
sequently published by Weber’ from a collation of both manu- 
scripts. 

Another version, bearing the title of Taz Buxs or THE SEVYNE 
Sacis, by an anonymous Scotish poet of the end of the fifteenth 
century, hitherto undescribed, is preserved in Asloan’s MS.; and 
might be worthy of publication, as a curious and interesting spe- 
cimen of our vernacular literature. It is written in eight syllable 
verse, in couplets, and extends to about 2800 lines; but the MS. 
does not contain any tale by the Sixth Master, or the correspond- 
ing one by the Empress. The name of the Emperor is Diocletian. 
The Prince also bears the same name, having been called after 
his father. The Masters, as first described, are named Bantillas, 
Anupullus, Lentalus, Catone, Malcome, Ampustinus, and Cratone; 
while at the commencement of their several tales they are called 
Bantillas, Maxillas, Lentulus, Mancundas, Cato, (the sixth omit- 
ted,) and Cratone. 


Tur SEVEN Saces by JohN RoLLANxD, translated out of prose 
into Scotish verse, belongs to the middle of the sixteenth century, 
and was first published in 1578. Although it passed through at 
least five editions in little more than half a century, it is a work 
of great rarity. Its value, as connected with the history of our 
popular literature, suggested, however, the present republication, 
as a suitable contribution to the Bannatyne CLV R. Unfortunately 
we are unable to throw any light on the Author’s personal history, 
as no mention of his name has been discovered in any contem- 


’ Metrical Romances, &c. vol. iii. p. 1-1 1, Edinburgh, 1810, 3 vol. Svo. 
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porary writer, and the particulars which he himself has incidentally 
communicated are not calculated to satisfy our curiosity. Whether, 
in fact, he was alive in 1578, the date of its first publication, must 
be left to conjecture. From the colophon (at page 335), “ Quod 
Rolland. 1560,” the translation may undoubtedly be fixed at 
that year; and this is fully confirmed by the verses which he 
entitles, “ Ane schort schawing quhair and quhen, and at quhais 
requeist this buik was translatit out of prois in Scottis meter.” 
From this we learn that the task was undertaken at the request 
of his aunt Kate, ane proper wench, who had borrowed from him, 
under pledge, an earlier work (to be afterwards mentioned,) and 
which she had returned, complaining of its obscurity, and re- 
questing him to write something else in a more homely manner, 
and to abstain from the use of strange terms, or a learned style. 
This work was accomplished, he tells us, in the course of seven 
weeks, within the Castle of Tantallon (in East Lothian,) at the 
time when the English fleet lay beside Inchkeith, in the Frith of 
Forth, and when Leith was besieged by the Scotish and English 
forces. This allusion fixes the precise date, as it can only apply 
to the Siege of Leith in April and May 1560.“ 

That Rolland had embraced the Protestant faith, is sufficiently 
evident from the strong terms he uses at the commencement of 
his work, where he contrasts the ancient splendour of Rome with 
its declension under its ecclesiastical government, which he asserts 


was occasioned 
throw wicketnes and vice 
Of the Papists, and thair foule merchandice : 


This date, 1560, omitted in the subsequent editions of the work. 
* Sibbald, in his “ Chronicle of Scottish Poetry,” vol. iii. p. 287, supposes that this reference 
points to 1544 or 1547; but it can only refer to the year 1560. 
5 
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For thay wald gar ane pound of meltit leid 
Bring thame againe the wecht of golde sa reid ; 
And gar! the hippis of ane deid Zow, * or skin, 
Assolze zow of all zour deidly sin, 

Incontinent in hevin up to be brocht 

Contrair God’s will, quhidder he wald or nocht. 


It is somewhat uncertain from what copy Rolland translated 
his Seven Sages. The names of the Emperor, Pontianus, of his son 
Diocletian, and of the Wise Masters, Pantyllas, Lentalus, Craton, 
Malquydrak, Josephus, Cleophas, and [Joachim,] as well as the 
tales, correspond with the Latin “ Historia Septem Sapientum 
Romae ;”* and also with the French and other modern prose 
translations. The probability, however, is, that the translation 
made use of by Rolland was the one in English prose, which was 
printed at London by W. Copland about the year 1550. But 
this point must still remain as matter of conjecture, as the copy 
of Copland’s edition, without date,* that belonged successively 
to Baynes and Ritson, cannot be traced to its present possessor ; 
and no other copy has been discovered. It is likewise no impro- 
bable conjecture that Copland’s English version, like many similar 
works of fiction which came from his press, was derived from one 
of the early printed copies of the Romance in French prose. “ Les 
Sept Sages de Rome,” in prose, was printed at Geneva, as early 
as 1492, and again in 1494, both in small folio.’ There is also an 
edition, printed at Lyons, without date, but not later than 1530, 
entitled “ Les Sept Saiges de Romme, Histoire de Poncianus 


1 Gar, cause. 2 Zow, a Ewe. 

The edition referred to is in 4to, without date, but seems to have been printed about the year 
1490, probably at Antwerp. sd 

4 Ames’s Typographical Antiquities, by Dibdin, vol, iii. p. 170. 

5 Brunet, Manuel du Libraire, vol. iii. p. 325. 
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„ lempereur, qui n’avait qu’ung fils qui avait a nom Dyoclecian, 
lequel il bailla aulx Sept Saiges de Rome pour le gouverner 
“en sciences,” etc. 4to. From what Rolland states, he at least 
was not aware of any former metrical translation. His words are, 


Thairfoir myself, as now I am constrane 
It to translait, in our toung naturall ; 
Quhair I it fand into plane prois at all 
Without cullour or feit, now I againe 
In rurall ryme, to set it furth I sall. 
But, besides the request of his Aunt, to avoid “high and curious 
terms,” he hints in his address To the Reidar, another and a 
most efficient cause for the neglect of poetical diction :— 
Ane uther caus siclike, I wait ye ken 
For to bring ut it’s ill that’s not thair ben 3 
Nor thair is nane I wait, in all this toun, 
Except he have it that can put on ane goun; 


Of ane tume tun 2 nane can draw out licour ; 
Nor of ane Fule to mak a wise Doctour. 


Rolland’s Seven Sages, as already stated, was first published at 
Edinburgh in 1578. It was printed by John Ross, at the expense 
of Henry Charteris, a well-known bookseller, to whom we are 
indebted for the publication of many similar works of our early 
vernacular poetry. Ross the printer died in July 1580, and in 
his stock there remained “ Twa hundreth Sevin Seiges unbound, 
“price of the peice, iij s. iiijd. (38. 4d.)—Summa threttie-fyve 
“ pundis” (Scotish).* This edition, however, is of such extreme. 
rarity, that only one copy is known to exist. Its history is worth 
mentioning. In 1808, at the sale of Ritson’s books (who proba- 


But, the outer, and Ben, the inner apartment of a house. 
* Tume tun, an empty cask. : 
»The Bannatyne Miscellany, vol. ii. p. 205. 
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bly picked it up for a trifle during one of his visits to Edinburgh,) 
it was purchased for the Duke of Roxburghe at L.30, 10s. At the 
sale of the Duke’s library in 1813, it was bought by Mr Constable 
for L.37, 5s. 6d. It afterwards came into Mr Heber’s possession, 
at whose sale, in 1834, it was bought by Mr Thorpe for L. 27; 
and is now the property of William Henry Miller, Esq. of Craig- 
entinny, M.P., who very readily gave the use of the volume 
to be reprinted for the Club. The present edition is, in every 
respect, an exact fac-simile of the original, page for page; and 
the orthography, which is considerably altered in the subsequent 
editions, has been carefully retained. 

A subsequent edition appeared in 1592, with the following 
title, “ Heir beginnis The Sevin Seages, Translatit out of Prois 
“in Scottis Meiter, be Joon RoLLAND in Dalkeith. With ane 
“ Moralitie, &c. Eprysvreu, Prentit be Robert Smyth, dwelland 
“at the nether Bow. M. D.XCII. Cum Priuilegio Regali.” 8vo, 
black letter. A copy of this edition was in the Harleian Library, 
and is probably the same that was afterwards in the collection 
of George III., now transferred to the British Museum. No 
other copy is known.* Whether Smyth printed more than one 
edition is uncertain; but, singularly enough, the copy in the 
Museum, while it has the date of 1592 on the title-page, at the 
end it bears to have been “ Imprented at Edinburgh be Robert 
Smyth. And ar to be sauld in his buith at the Nether Bow. 


Catalogus Bibl. Harl. vol. iv. No. 13,877, and vol. v. No. 12,354. 

* Ames’s Typographical Antiquities, p. 590. Herbert's edition of Ames, vol. iii. p. 1512. In the 
printed Catalogue of the Advocates Library, vol. ii. p. 458, Smyth’s edition of 1592 is very minutely 
entered ; but from the MS. Catalogues it does not appear that any such book was ever in the 
Library, which can only boast of an imperfect copy, without title or date, made up with sheets of 
two later editions. The presumption is, that the Compiler of the Catalogue, in 1776, not aware of 
any other edition, copied the title and imprint from Ames. 
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M.D.XC.V.”! The printer died in May 1602, and, from the 
inventory of his stock, we learn that 45 copies of the volume 
then remained unsold.’ 

Of another edition of the Seven Sages, apparently coeval with 
Smyth’s, only one or two stray leaves (Signatures M iij and iiij, 
marked fol. 87 and 88) have been discovered. It is in 8vo, 
black letter, averaging 28 lines on a page, exclusive of the run- 
ning title, JR SEIN SEAGES.” 

That Rolland's work was popular may be inferred from the 
circumstance, that “ane buik callit The Seavin Sages” is spe- 
cially mentioned, among others, for which licence to publish 
was successively given, by a grant under the Privy Seal, to John 
Gibson, 13th May 1590, to Robert Smyth, 3d December 1599, 
and to Thomas Finlayson, 17th June 1606. The same general 
licence was renewed and confirmed to Walter Finlayson, 17th 
January 1628.“ 

The next edition of Rolland’s Seven Sages, of which any men- 
tion can be found, was printed in the year 1620, as noticed by the 
German bibliographer, Ebert. Copies of such an edition, appa- 


1 While this sheet is in the printer's hands, the Editor has been favoured by Sm Frepenicx 
Mappen with a more minute description of Smyth’s edition. He says, “ It is a short 8vo, in indif- 
ferent condition, wanting the leaves between p. 6 and p. 11, which contain the commencement of 
the Poem. The whole volume consists of 275 pp. (numbering the title-page and colophon), but is 
only actually paged as far as p. 271. The sheets are folded in eights, which are numbered from i 
to v, under each letter of the alphabet, and the Signatures run from A ij to S [i].”—** The volume 
appears evidently to have been printed with the same types throughout, and the date at the end is 
certainly the true one of publication. Either, therefore, the date in the title-page is an error, or, 
what I am inclined to believe, the work was three years passing through the press, and the title-page 
printed when the work was begun in 1592. In a full page there are 42 lines, exclusive of the run- 
ning title.” 

The Bannatyne Miscellany, vol. ii. p. 234. 

2 See pages 19, 23, 24, and 40 of the Appendix to Dr Lee’s Memorial for the Bible Societies of 
Scotland. Svo. Edinb. 1824. 

Allgemeines Bibliographisches Lexicon, vol. ii. No. 13,592.—Ebert, however, mistakes the 
date of the first edition, which he makes 1575, instead of 1578. 


7 


xviii | PREFACE. 


rently from the press of Andrew Hart, bookseller and printer in 
Edinburgh,' are preserved in a mutilated state, (wanting the title, 
and one or more leaves,) in the University Library at Glasgow, in 
the Advocates Library, and also in the possession of Mr Charles 
Kirkpatrick Sharpe. It is in small 8vo, black letter, containing 
30 lines on a page; and when complete should have Sign. A 4 
and B to A a, in eights. The running title is “ The feven 
Sages.” 

A reprint of this edition, page for page, and uniform in size 
and appearance, bears on the title, Ep1insvreu, Printed by 
the Heires of Andro Hart. 1631.” The running title is The 
feuen Sages.” A description of the work from this edition 
was given, probably by Dr Leyden, in the Scots Magazine, January 
1802, p. 43. A continuation of the article was promised, but 
never appeared. The copy then made use of belonged to George 
Paton, which at his sale, in 1809, was bought by Mr Blackwood, 
and afterwards sold to Sir Walter Scott, who lent it for the pur- 
pose of having the work reprinted. These later editions, how- 
ever, are inferior in every respect, as the language was consider- 
ably altered, and rude phrases modernized, as the work passed 
through the press. A second copy of the edition 1631 is in 
the possession of the present Editor; but no third copy has 
been discovered. 


Rolland, who describes himself as a native, or at least a resident 
in the town of Dalkeith, was the author of another poetical work, 


1 The Will of Andrew Hart, who died in December 1621, is printed in the Bannatyne Miscellany, 
vol. ii. p. 248; but, in the inventory of his stock, the books are not specially enumerated. We 


should have been glad to know what were the “ 42,300 unbound Ingleish buikis of the said umquhile 
Andrew his awin printing.” ; 
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entitled Taz Courr or Venus. As he makes particular allusion 
to it in his Prologue to the Seven Sages, the date of its com- 
position must thus have been previous to the year 1560, although 
it was not printed until 1575. It is divided into four books, and 
is written in stanzas of nine lines. The poem itself is a prolix and 
uninteresting allegory; and is an evident imitation, both in the 
subject and his manner of treating it, no less than in the measure, 
of “ The Palace of Honour,” by Bishop Douglas, whom he com- 
memorates (at fol. 37 b) in the following stanza :— 


Alsua quha list to tak pane, or laubour 
Out throw to reid the Patrice or Honour 
Maid be Gawrne Dowetas of Dunkell 
Bischop, and als ane honest Oratour, 
Profound Poet, and perfite Philosophour, 
Into his dayis abone all buir the bell: 
In sic-practikis all vtheris did precell. 
Weill put in vers in gude still and ordour 
Thir Nimphis names thair he dois trewly tell. 


Rolland, in his Prologue to the Seven Sages, mentions that 
there flourished four poets at the Scotish court—Sir David 
Lyndsay, John Bellenden, Archdeacon of Moray, William Stewart, 
and Durie, Bishop of Galloway; and that, with hat in hand, 
he approached reverently, and entreated to learn a lesson from 
them. Having obtained their leave to show his skill, he 
informs us that he was at a loss what subject to choose. They 
advised him to attempt something in the form of a dialogue ; 
but this he conceived was too common-place. At length falling 
asleep, Lady Venus appeared to him in a dream, and this sug- 
gested the subject of his work. Having accordingly completed 
“ ane lytill quair,” he delivered it to his Four Masters for their 
judgment, and they greatly commended his performance, “ as 


~~ 
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those who heard it said.” The mention of these four Poets 
seems to point at the reign of James V., (1527-1542) ; but this 
is evidently too early a period for Rolland. Bellenden is said to 
have died at Rome in 1550; Sir David Lyndsay’s latest work, his 
Dialog, was written in 1552; but Stewart's history and works are 
alike unknown; and Andrew Durie,’ who was Bishop of Gallo- 
way from 1541 to 1558, is only known as a poet from the satirical 
notice of the Scotish Reformer. In describing the tumults in 
Edinburgh, in February 1558, when the new image of the Patron 
Saint, St Giles, was forcibly destroyed (the old “ grit Idoll” having 
been previously seized and first drowned in the North Loch, and 
then burned,) Knox says, “ This Tragedie of Sanct Geill was sa 
“ terribill to sum Papistis, that Durie, sumtymes callit for his 
“ filthines Abbote Stottikin, and then entitled Bischope of Gallo- 
“ way, left his Ryming, quhairwith he was accustomed, and departit 
“ this lyif even as that he levit.“ According to Keith, however, 
it was not till the month of September that Durie died. But this 
allusion to Lyndsay and his brethren may signify not that Rol- 
land was personally acquainted with them, but, merely from stu- 
dying their works, that he looked on himself as their scholar. 

As Rolland’s “ Court of Venus” presents so little in the way of 
recommendation for a new edition, excepting its scarcity, the fol- 
lowing notice and abstract may not be unacceptable. It is, in 
fact, a volume of such extraordinary rarity, that the copy in the 
British Museum is the only one known to be extant. A fac- 
simile of the title-page is given on the opposite page. It is in 
4to, black letter, and contains A to I in eights, or 72 leaves. 


Catalogue of Scottish Bishops, 4to edit. p. 165; Svo edit. p. 278. 
2 Historie of the Reformation in Scotland, p. 96, Edinb. 1782, folio. 


L xxi J 


Ane Treatile tallit the 


Court of VENVS, deuidit into four Buikes; 


Newlie Compylit be tonne ROL. 
LAND in Balkeith. 


| Impre ]ntit at Edinburgh be 
(IOJHNE ROS, MD.LXXV. 
Cum Priuilegio Regali. 
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On the last leaf is the same device as on the Title, with the following colophon :— 


Imprentit at Edinburgh be 
Iohne Ros, 1575. 
Cum Priuilegio Regali. 


PREFACE. xxiii 


The Prologue to the Court of Venus is in verse, and fills eleven 
pages. The author describes the different temperaments of man- 
kind, comparing them to the complexion of the planets, &c. 
Hence he intimates the various dispositions and pursuits of man- 
kind, and declaims against vice, idleness, and bad company. In 
order to avoid idleness and bad company, he says, 


I tuik ane pen and drew this Comedie. 


He then bespeaks the reader’s favour for his work, and requests 
him to give it a careful perusal and right interpretation. Lastly, 
he addresses his book :— 


AUCTOR ALLOQUITUR LIBRUM. 


Now pas thy wayis, thou barrant buik new brevit, 
With beggit termes, and barbar toung mischevit 
And cast thy hude and hat outovir thy face : 

At ilk gentill upon thy kneis ask grace. 

Excuse thyself of thy greit ignorance, 

And in thair will put all thy ordinance, 

For Gentilmen can richt weill thee considder. 

For commoun folk will call the lawit and lidder. 
Thyself present to Nobillmen and gude, 

And fle the sect of Rurall folke and rude, &c. 


“ The first Buik of the Poem commences with the following 


stanza : : 

Quhen Eolus out ouir thir rokkis rang 

Be donk and daill, baith herb and tre he dang: 
With passand pith, fra Poleartike come doun, 

Thringand with thrist out throw thir woddis thrang, 

And ceissit swyith the small foulis of thair sang: 
Caussit thame throw cauld mak lamentatioun : 
Quhilk cauld become be nature of sessoun : 

For than Pisees with potent power sprang, 
Into his Spheir and tuik dominatioun. 
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“ In this Buik, the author describes the season, and the parti- 
cular day (Valentine Day) :— 


This samin day (gif I remember richt) 
Is consuetude to all kin foule of flicht, 
Quha is vakand to cheis thame than ane maik. 
Siclike it is to King, Keyser and Knicht: 
Gif thay sa be, cheis thame ane bird sa bricht, 
To pas the time, and ather solace mak, 
Bot I alone of sic curage did laik, 
Pansing far mair how sone wald cum the nicht 
Me to repois, in my couche rest to tak. 


Nevertheles zit to rejoyce my spreit 
Howbeit the day was sum part set with weit ; 
I walkit furth on be ane valay syde, 
With hat on heid, and mittanis that was meit 
Maid to my handis, and heich shone on my feit ; 
Under ane bus I sat me down to byde, 
Me to preserve fra tempest of that tyde, 
And maist part was my prayers to compleit 
Knokit on breist, and Cor Mundum I [eryde]. 


„While saying his prayers he saw appear, 


in ane Gairth preclair, 
Twa zoung zounkeirs, perfite at all pointment, 
In richt array, and honest ornament, 

But companie, bot thameself solitaire, 
Nothing knawand that I was thair present. 


He then describes minutely the dress and appearance of these 
two younkers, one of whom was named Esperance, and the other 
Disperance ; the first a gay young votary of Venus, and the 
other a grave lover of Virtue. The author listens to and relates 
what passed between them; the one speaking highly in praise of 
Venus, the other against her. The champion of Venus was so 


A word at the end of this line is wanting. The copy of the original in the Museum is, in some 
parts, slightly mutilated. 
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hard pressed by his opponent, that he was obliged to call the 
Goddess to his assistance. She appears, and learning what had 
passed, and how her true knight had been treated, she blew a 
silver horn, and her nymphs come to her assistance. She relates 
to them the heinous offence of Disperance in blaspheming her 
mighty crown, and abusing her champion. After some consul- 
tation they advise her to set a Court for the trial of the culprit ; 
which was done, and he summoned to appear. Upon his apply- 
ing to the Seven Seages of Sapience to be his advocates and defend 
him, they advise him to seek help from the Nine Muses, which he 
did humbly, but they declined to interfere in any thing against 
Venus; and they referred him to the Nobillis nyne— Hector, 
Josue, David, Julius Cesar, Alexander, Judas Machabeus, Gode- 
fridus, Arthur, and Charles le Mayne. They received him stern- 
ly, and treated him with sharpness for abusing Venus. They 
sent him to the ten Sibillais,’ who received him as ungracious- 
ly, and referred him to the ‘ three Fatales,’ and they to others. 
At length Vesta, to whom he applied, took compassion upon 
him, and undertook to defend his cause. 

“ The third Buik, which begins with a description of Venus 
Court,’ the Judge, Members, Assise, &c., gives a very tedious 
account of the proceedings; the defence of Disperance by Vesta; 
the difficulty of the Assise, who, after an assurance of mercy, put 
the culprit in the will of Venus, by whom he is ordained to be 
severely punished and imprisoned. This excited the lamentation 
of Esperance, who had brought his friend Disperance into this 


In Beloe’s Anecdotes of Literature will be found, as an extract from Rolland, this “ Lamentatio 
Esperantiae, vol. ii. p. 107. 
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state; and also the lamentation of the Assyse, who, with Espe- 
rance, apply to Venus for a remission, which she agrees to give 
on Disperance quitting Vesta, and engaging to serve her. This 
he promises, and she changes his name from Disperance to Dalli- 
ance, dubs him a knight, and introduces him to her other knights ; 
after which follows dancing, music, and tournaments, &c., and 
an account of these festivities concludes the fourth Buik and the 
work. 

„The whole work is prolix and tiresome, greatly inferior to the 
allegorical and descriptive poetry of Dunbar, Douglas, and Lynd- 
say; and Rolland must rank much below any of these poets, from 
whom he has ‘ beggit’ or borrowed his ornate terms.” ' 


In neither of his productions has ROLLAND shown much 
poetical genius. His great defect is his uncommon diffuse- 
ness; and, as he tells us he wrote his “ Seven Sages” in as many 
weeks, it might have been well for his reputation had he de- 
voted at least as much time to revise and condense his work. 
The story of the Two Friends,* near the end of the book, 
which is not found in the other metrical versions of the Seven 
Wise Masters, is perhaps the best told. In his Moralities, he 
has given very unnecessary recapitulations of the different tales ; 
but in these, and in his varied Exclamations against the Empress 
and the wickedness of the female sex, there is something original 
and amusing, and they exhibit a variety of measures, which occa- 


For the preceding Analysis of Rolland’s Poem, the Editor is indebted to bis friend Jamzs 
Cuatmers, Esq., London. a 

2 The same story forms the subject of the early Metrical Romance of Chivalry, “ Amys and 
Amylioun.“— See Ellis’s Specimens, vol. iii. p. 396; and Weber's Collection, vol. ii. p. 369. 
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sionally bear a resemblance to the satirical poems of Burns. At 
the time when Rolland flourished, the state of the country, so 
long agitated by political and religious contentions, was not 
favourable for the encouragement of poetical genius; and the 
literary remains of that period present a striking contrast to 
those of the earlier part of the century. From the style of his 
writings, Rolland, however inferior he may be to the more distin- 
guished Poets who preceded him, may be considered as the last 
of their school. But it is not, as already stated, on the ground 
of poetical merit, that the present Romance was deemed worthy 
of republication; although it is only by an extensive and careful 
examination of such remains—(and the difficulty of obtaining 
access to works of extreme rarity, might serve as an excuse for , 
reprinting almost any thing of that age in verse which has been 
preserved)—that we can form some adequate conception of the 
actual state of literature in this country at the period of the 
Reformation. 


D. LAING. 


EDINBURGH, DECEMBER, 
MD. CCC. XXXVII. 
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Tranſlatit out of pꝛois in Scottis meter be 
IOHNE ROLLAND in Dalkeith, with 
ane Wozalitie efter euerie Doctouris Tale, and 
ficlike ekter the Empeice Tale, togidder with 
ane louing and laude to euerie Doctour ekter 
his awin Tale, ¢ ane Exclamation and 
outerving vpon the Empeeouris wife 
. efter hir fals contruſit Tale. 


@2 Imprentit at Edinburgh be Iohne 


ROS, for Henrie Charteris. M. D. LX XVIII. 
CVM PRIVILEGIO REGALIL 
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EN into Courts is Curiofitie, 


» \4 Manheid, maners, nurtour and courtafie, 
NY, Gif in the heid greit vertew dois auance 
“| Sa in members I think ficlyke fuld be. 
Curage, kyndnes, gentrice and honeftie 

To do the heid feruice and obferuance, 
To God alone alfo for his plefance 

; And failzeing that, all is bot fantafie, 
For warldlie myrth wald haue fum temperance. 


Sum cummis to court to ſerue thair King and Quene 
To conqueis lands ſum ſettis thair courage clene, 
Greit Lordis and Lairdis the court wald hald in hand 
Sum thair kynnifmen to Court caufis conuene. 
Sum for to fe, and vthers to be fene. 
With braid Buklars brawling with birneift brand 
Sum thair gat fais, vthers ſum freindſchip fand 
Sum gettis plefure, vthers gettis tray and tene 
Ze ken the Court can nocht ay ftabill ftand. 


In Court that time was gude Dauid Lyndfay, 
In vulgar toung he bure the bell that day 
To mak meter, richt cunning and expart, 
And Maifter Iohne Ballentyne fuith to fay 
Mak him marrow to Dauid weill we may. 
And for the thrid, Maifter Williame Stewart, 
To mak in Scottis, richt weill he knew that Art. 
Bifchop Durie, fum tyme of Galloway, 
For his plefure fum tyme wald tak thair part. 


And I my felf with {mall Intelligence 
Thocht in that cafe to ſchaw my diligence 
To manifeft my waik wit and Ingyne, 

At thir fourfum afking leif and licence, 
With hat and hand keiling with reuerence 
Me for to leir ane leſſoun or a lyne 

Of thair prettick to me ane point propyne. 


A. ij. 


HE PROLOOGꝝ VE. 


— 


— 


The Prologue. 


They faid go to, ſchaw fum Experience 
And I thairfoir to thame promeift the wyne. 


Sa at thir four, quhen I had leif purcheft, 
To thame (faid I) quhat mater is meteft ? 
For to begin (quod thay) we wald ze drew 
Sum Dialog, or argument that is beft, . 
And that will mak zour mater manifeſt. 
Sa folk may knaw the fals Tale be the trew, 
For Dialogs (quod I) weis get anew. 
And fa fra thame Incontinent me dreft, 
And tuke gude nicht, and faid gude ſchirs adew. 


Bot zit knew not quhat my mater fuld be 
Quhidder of myrth or zit of grauitie. 
Efter Supper to bed I maid me boun, 
Sa in my fleip me thocht I faw ſwythlie 
Lady Venus cumming and fpak to me, 
And faid I am cum with the for to reffoun, 
Thairfoir my wordis, fe that thow not cheſſoun, 
Tuitching my ftait, honour and dignitie 


Forzet me nocht quhen thou makis thy Sermoun. 


Sa on the morne quhen time was for to ryfe 
I thocht I wald begin my Interpryfe, 
And rememberit on Venus Lady Quene 
Keft in my mynd ofter nor anis or twyfe 
That fhe bad me with hir mater auyfe, 
And I knew ſmall quhat hir mater did mene 
Confiddering at me hir felf had bene. 
I wift nocht weill quhat mater to deuyfe, 
Hir for to pleis, and to efhaip hir tene. 


And fa at fchort my pen I tuke in hand 
Began to wryte at Quene Venus command 
Ane lytill Quair, I ken nocht gif ze knaw it, 
Embrowd about with barbarus termes bland 
And with trym termes maift vfit vp on land 
As to the Name Dame Venus Court thay caw it 
I wait nocht weill gif euer Schiris ze faw it, 
Delyuerit it vnto my Maifters four 
Quha it reffauit, and reddelie red ouir. 


This lytill 


The Prologue. 


This lytill Quair, quhen thay had red and endit 
Sum faid that hard, thay greitlie it commendit, 
And fa beliue delyuerit it againe 
To euerie verfe thairin thay condifcendit, 

And faid thay wift, thairwith nane was offendit 
Except it war ane prydfull pure Putane, 

At quhais wordis men wald tak {mall difdane, 
Quha that fand faltis, all four thay wald defend it 
Be word and deid, with micht and all thair mane. 


Ane proper wenche come to me on ane day 
Ane of my Ants, bot thairto I fay nay 
My buke to borrow, greitlie ſcho did Inquyre 
Ane wed thairfoir ſcho faid ſcho wald doun lay 
Quhill ſcho it red, within ane Oulk or tway. 
Sa I grantit that thing fcho did defyre, 
Bot in few dayis my Ant begouth to tyre 
Her Pyat toung, hir poet toung I fuld fay 
Micht fuffice weill to preiche in barne or byre. 


My buke againe {cho brocht and callit it gude 
And faid fum termes was ſcho not vnderſtude, 
Becaufe thay war fa heich and curious 
Meruellit at me how I durft euer dude, 

Aganis wemen to {peik fa ruch and rude, 
And faid I trow zour mynde was furious 
Quod I Lady the mater ftandis thus 
Quhen twa arguis, in ane or thay conclude 
On force thair talk mon be contrarious. 


Thairfoir Maiftres I mon hald zow excufit, 
I traift fic termes befoir few tymes ze viit, 
Or at the leift, ze come nocht quhair thay grew 
I hard fum fay that ze war greitlie rufit, 
And ze zour thocht and mynde on fic termes mufit 
Baith into Greik, in Latine and Hebrew, 
Now I perfaue that thay Tales ar not trew. 
Thairfoir trewlie my felf fuld haue the pyne, 
T was to bald to cal Peirlis to the Swyne. 


Than ſcho me prayit with wordis ſweit and fair 
To be ſa gude to tak ane vther Quair 


+ 


A. ij. 


e 


a 


The Prologue. 


In planer termes, and it in Meter mak 

Anents wemen, not tuitching thame fa fair, 
For zour requeift (faid I) I will do mair. 

Ane vther Roll I chancit in hand to take, 

It to performe for that fair Ladyis fake. 

Maid and compylit be the wyfe Sages feuin, 
Quha was that tyme maift fapient vnder heuin. 


For naturall wit, thay ar all haldin plane 
The ſpringing well, and onlie freſche Fontes 
The perfyte ground, and rute Originall 
Of this ftorie, now following but lane, 
Thairfoir my felf, as now I am conftrane 
It to tranflait, in our toung naturall. 

Quhair I it fand into plane prois at all 
Without cullour or feit, now I againe 
In rurall ryme, to fet it furth I fall. 


The fault I faid, for hir faik I fuld mend it 
Quhair fcho befoir with ftrange termis was offendit. 
I promeift hir of honeftie to quyte thame, 

And with toun termes my bow it fuld be bendit 
Fra Clerklie termes my pen fuld be fufpendit 
And in my verfe be na way I fuld wryte thame, 
Ze fall all knaw doutles that I defpyte thame. 
On this debait than we war condifcendit, 

At hir defyre I fall efchew to dyte thame. 


Sa we aggreit ae ſcho) gude Schir adew 
Quod I Lady, forfuith richt fair I rew, 

With fa dry mouths, that we twa fuld depart 
Quod ſcho but dout, as I am traiſt and trew 
Sum vther tyme my felf fall zow perfew, 

Bot not as now, thair is tyme efterwart, 

Quhen euer ze pleis (quod I) welcum my hart, 
For verray ſhame me thocht {cho changeit hew, 
Than turnit hir bak, and fa we did depart. 


Incontinent but ony mair dela: 
I thocht it beft my pen for till affay 
This lytill buke in verfe for to compyle 
Quhair it befoir into plane prois was ay, 
Gif I 


The Prologue. 


Gif I culd fynd ony gude wyle or way 
To fteir it vp into ane better ftyle, 
That I fuld not this fair Lady begyle, 
Confiddering the fame on hand I tuke 
As ze fall heir, thus I begin my buke. 


N Finit Prologus. 


To the Reidar. 


ECAVS I was reprouit of befoir, 
That I fuld not in Clerklie termes gloir: 

Bot in plaine ſpeiche my buik for to addres 
With commoun talk, bot zit neuer the les 
This Tale of auld I hard quhilk is richt trew, 
And richt weill knawin, that neid oft makis vertew 
Thairfoir on force, becaus ſtrange termes I want 
I haue na dout, bot heir thay fall be fkant. 
Thairfoir in tyme I think beft to deny thame, 
Zone fair Lady me think ſcho ſettis nocht by yame 
Ane vther caus ficlike I wait ze ken 
For to bring but its Ill thats not thair ben. 
Nor thair is nane, I wait in all this toun 
Except he haue it, that can put on ane goun. 
Of ane twme Twn, nane can draw out licour, 
Nor of ane fule to mak a wife Doctour. 
For quhy wit wants, quhair wifdome fuld cum fra 
Into this cafe, the mater ftands fa. 
Force me compellis, ſtrange termes to forbeir, 
Within my box thairs few to get or leir. 

uhair Gold is ſkant, filuer mon vs content, 
Euen fa it ftands but dout at this prefent. 
Praying hartlie this Tale in patience tak, 
A man can fell nathing out of his pak 
Bot as he hes, than prefent for the tyme, 
Ze may perfaue that be this rouftie ryme. 
Befeiking zow gude Reidars to excuſe it, 
Not to detract, nor zit ouir hie to rufe it. 
This I wald wis my freinds ze wald do fo, 
Than in Goddis name to purpois lat vs go. 


@ibeir 


C Heir beginnts the 


ſeuin Seages, tranſlatit furth of prois in Scottis 
meter be Iohne Rolland in Dalkeith. 


N Eldaris davis okt times it hes bene tauld 
That Rome has bene ane Cietie of the auld 
ME cunning Clerks, ¢ wonder vailzeand men, 
As ancient Acts makis vs koz to ken. 
Ouir all the warld it had Pꝛeeminence, 
All pepill maid to it Obedience. 
ith greit Captanes, Kings Knichts ¢ Empꝛeours 
Rene men of weir, c cruell Conquerours, 
Ok townis and towzis, greit villages & cieteis, 
Triumphand fav abone thaiv Enemeis: 
Subdewand thame to leſtand ſeruitude, 
Mot regarding thair lynage, kyn noꝛ blude. 
Cõqueſt grit realmes, loꝛdſchips & rowms bꝛaid 
Chait commoun weill fa meruellous riche thay maid 
Chat all coũtreis ¢ kigdomes the about 
Ok thair fell keir greit dꝛeddour Had and dout. 
That thay on force behuid to mak Homage 
Oz ellis haue loiſt baith like and heritage. 
Foz thay war fa repleit of all riches 
in into weiris be martiall beſynes. 
Chap tuke na cure of na manis fauour noꝛ feid 
Sa thay become of all the warld the heid: 
And had thatrok the haill Authozitie, 
Bot this was not in time of Papiſtrie, 
Foz fra that time pt Papis was maid in Rome, 
Ok all vertew that Cietie was maid tome. 
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And day be day fra all vertew decreſt 
Continuallie the ſelk it ay oppꝛeſt. 
Foz thze ſtrangers rais vp in that Cietie. 
Quhiltis of bekoir na way wald ſufferit be, 
The commoun weill caus thay war ay agane 
Thairin thairkoir thay wald not thole remane 
Bot kra Papis come that Mobill towne within 
It did abound fa faiv in deidly fin, 
And that na ſtait to Clergie was compairs, 
Sa weill thay treit thir thee vncouth ſtrangairs 
Quhilt thre thir was, the fir lurkand haitrent 
The ſecund was, zoung counfall and confent, 
Singular peofite it was the thein J wis, 
Quhilt thee was caus to gar Rome go amis. 
And cauſit it tine the greit triumphand Mame, 
And to be callit the Hous of warldlie ſchame. 
Cint the greit rowmes and warldlie poſſeſſloũs 
Chat thay conqueſt fra diuers vther Crowns. 
All fic become throw wickitnes and vice, 
Ok the Papiſts, and thair koule Merchandice. 
Foꝛ thay wald gar ane pound of meltit leid 
Bring thame againe the wecht of golde fa reid. 
And gar the hippis of ane deid Tow oz Chin 
Aſſolze zow of all zour deidly fin, 
Incontinent in heuin vp to be bꝛocht, 
Contrair Gods will, quhidder he wald oz nocht. 
¶ Bot not the les, lang tyme bekoir thir dayis 
Ane Empꝛeour was as the Stozie fapis, 
Quhilt Hecht ta Mame Pontianus at richt, 
Ane Mobill man of wiſdome and of micht. 
Opdit his Realme be wiſdome and vertew, 
To his pepill exempilis daylie ſchew, 
Ok wiſdome wit and Liberalitie, 
Quhairthꝛow 
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Quhairthꝛow the hartis of all his folk wan he 
That nane caivit to wair with him thair life, 
Ane Kings Douchter he had vnto his wife, 
Callit Clara, ane woman verteous, 

Fair and gudelpke, and wonder gracious. 
Quhilk ane knaik chyld ok him ſcho did cofaue 
Bot him alone, na ma God to thame gaue, 
Quhilk was callit Diocleſiane to Mame, 
Fair and weil kauourit, baith of kaſſoun ¢ kame 
Quha daplic grew in vertew and gudnes, 
Ilk man him lufit fo2 his greit gentilnes. 

Foz he was courtes, cumlie and richt kynd, 
Fra all fuliſche alluterlie declynd. 

Sa quhen he was ſeuin zeir auld oz neir by 
This Emprice tuke ane meruellous malady, 
That ſcho behuid foꝛ to tak bed on foꝛce, 
TUith ſair ſeiknes fa troublit was hir Coꝛce. 
Perſauing weill be hir Intelligente 

Foz to eſchew fra deid was na defence 

Bot ok hir like ſchoꝛtlie to haue ane end, 

Sa for hir ſpous the Empꝛeour fone ſcho fend, 
TUith humbill hart and Inwartlie praying, 
That he wald cum to hir but tarving. 

Gik euer he wald fe hir vpon lyue 

Sa was fra hand direct fone ane Miſſyue. 
Poiſt efter Poiſt, quhair he lay in weilkair, 
Sone till him come, and culd the caus declair, 
But mair abaid, with wonder ſozie hart, 
AMith few Hors men fra his Camp did depart, 
And quhen he come to the Emprice pꝛeſence 
Scho faid till him with humbill reuerence. 

D By gude Lod, howbeit that J be ſeik, 

Te licent me my erand to zow ſpeik. 
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Sa that it be onlie to sour plefour, 

And als ficlike vnto sour greit Honour, 

Me fait Lady J fe zow in diſeis 
Motwithianding ſay on quhat euer ze pleis: 
And it fall be to me na vilanie, 

Sa it rik not sour greit Infirmitie. 

My Loꝛd ſcho ſaid, this ſeiknes J perfaue 

De it depart will dꝛiue me to my graue. 

He ſaid Madame be ze of gude comkoꝛt, 

Tr will recouer sour helth J traiſt at ſchoꝛt, 
Foz J fall fend for all my ding Doctouris, 
Phiſitianes, and my Philoſophouris, 

My cunning men, and my Medicinars, 

My Cirugians and als my Potingars, 

My PPꝛacticianes quhilkis ar ſuttell and ſlie. 
That daylie deilis with Flewbothomie. 

Chap will conſult, and Ilkane als perſaue 
All sour ſeiknes, and fa helth fall ze haue. 
Foz ſeiknes is als naturall as heill, 
Thairkoir dout not yt deith fall with sow deill, 
At this pꝛeſent, bot ze fall fone recurve, 

Quod ſcho my Lod of # thing J am ſure, 
This maladie ſa haldis me at the hart 
Quhill J be deid, na way it will depart, 
Quhairkoir my Lod, richt humblie J require, 
Te wald Incline zour hart to my deſyre. 
Me faid deſire at me quhat euer ze will, 

J will it grant, thocht it be contrair (kill 
To comkoꝛt zow, and help zow fra diſeis 
Thairfoir fay on, it fall me not diſpleis. 
Scho faid my Lord J thank zow gretumlie. 
Quod he Madame fay on quhat euer it be. 
Scho faid my Loꝛzd, pleſit zour Mobill grace se 
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DE my defpre, this is the verray cace, 
Quhen J depart out of this peetent lyke. 

It will sow pleis to haue ane vther wyke, 

And as ze knam we haue na barne bot ane, 
oz neuer had, bot onlie him allane: 

Quhilk ouir all thing anixt sour awin perſoun 
J wald war weill to this Ilk pꝛouiſioun. 
Efter sour deith with all wit and wildome, 
Reule his pepill, and gyde this greit Kingdome 
And ouvir all thing my Loꝛd maiſt J requyre 
Into this point, ze will grant my defpre, 
That sour Empꝛice perchãce quhat euer ſcho be 
Upon my Sone haue na Authozitic, 

Ma Gouernance, power noz zit gyding 

Bot ze him put to vther nuriſching. 

Far tra hir ficht, and fra hir companie, 

To that effect, that he may viceles be, 

Ok all vices, and fic thing as gais mang 

And ay to be, greit cunning men amang. 

My Loꝛd Hartly this humblie J requpze 

Into this point to fulfill my deſyze. 

Foz weill J knaw, diſpleſours ar to cum 

That he fall do, oz ellis he falbe dum, 
Quhairthꝛow onlie his lyke he will recure, 
My Lod J knaw but dout this falbe ſure. 

He faid Lady sour will ze fall not want, 
Thocht it war mair, richt hartly J it grant, 
Foz that is my deſyre afweill as zouris 

It falbe done, Madame at sour pleſouris. 
Scho faid my Lord J thank sow with my hart 
God faue zour grace, for now J moſte depart. 
Chis being faid, {eho tuke ane fell paſſioun 
And ane lang {pace ſcho lay in deidly ſwoun. 
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Sa in ſchoꝛt tyme withouttin mair remeid, 


hir naturall det ſcho completit of deid. 
CHith all triumph hir kunerall ſeruite 


Tas dewlie done, as that time was the gyle 


Lang time efter the Empzeour maid murning, 


And all his Court, foz hir fair departing 


Ma menſtrell myꝛth noꝛ zit na mevines 


Into his hall was ſene noz na blyithnes, 


Bot heuines, greit dule and grauitie 
Into the Court, and all the companie 


Joꝛ that gude Quene, all folace was away, 


Moir the dule weid Ilk ane koꝛ zeir and day. 


qMORALITAS. 


E this mater ſum thing we map collect 
Ok this Emprite hauand fa greit reſpect 
And Inwart luke vnto hir Sone alone 
Ot hir awin helth {cho tuke bot lytill rek, 
Bot thocht {cho wald his weilkair nocht neglect 
Bekoir to Veith hir {elf {cho wald diſpone 
Guhilk caulit hir {ic maters to propone 
To hir bulband, for the amin effect 
Wir Sone to ring efter that {cho was gone. 


Siclpke ze may tonſidder the greit catr 
The thocht and mynde {cho tuke hatth lait anv air, 
Anent hir Sone {cho fullering ſair leiknes 
Proupding als for his welth anv weilkair, 
Melyring him of cummers to be clatr 
Wlith the new Guene, he fuld haue na entres, 
Ror {cho with him in ony beſynes, 
Tor {um tauſis that micht occur perchance 
That {cho fuld haue of him na Gouernante. 


Allwa appeiris {um part of Prophetie, 
And greit foirficht hes bene in this Ladie, 
Perrellis to cum, fa perkytelie to knaw 
Scho being tuichit with faty Infirmitie. 
Praping to put, hir Sone fra compante 
Gk all the Court, and als of Ladpis aw, 


And 


DP 
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And in fpectall, fra his Mother in Law. 
Intonuenients to elſchew that micht be 
Sa ſcho velprit, hir Sone him for to draw. 


The hartlte luke liclyke ze may perkait, 
Chat this Lavy to hir huſband did hatt, 
Ranvring to him, honour anv reuerente, 
And he to hir, ficlpke all things gaue, 
That {cho velprit, or at him ſcho wald craue: 
Pot regarding, thocht it had bene offence, 
And for hir fatk, guhen {cho was deid and hence 
We rommandit that na blyithnes {uly be 
For zeir and day into his compante. 


Thairkoir J fay to so in Mariage 
Baith into auld, and into tender age, 
Guhat euer chance, ze {uly haue Cheritie 
Giue Ill wordis cum, than lat sour malice (wage, 
Giue place to Fre, and harbrie not outrage, 
Crabit at ants, na way baith ze fuld be 
Ane meth antwer Tlokins Mlelancolie, 
Be ar conionit ane flefhe and Saulis tia, 
Than keip gude luke, the Stripture hints fa, 


@ How the Empreour committit and delyuerit his 
Sone to the feuin Doctouris of Rome to leir. 


HIS Empꝛeour vpon a tyme he lay 
Intill his bed, and to him ſelk culd fap 
J haue na barnis bot ane Sone to my air, 
4 think it beſt that he war put to lair, 
Sen he is zoung, and into tender age 
To leir wildome he wil tak mair curage 
Ekter my deith, this Realme that he may gyde 
This J think beſt in tyme koꝛ to pꝛouyde. 
Sa on the moꝛne he erpit efter his clais, 
And in dew tyme but mair abaid vpꝛais. 
Gart call his Lozds, and counfall till him fone, 
In this mater qubat thay thocht to be done. 
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Schawing to thame at tenth the haill mater 

To his Lady quhat he had pꝛomeiſt air. 

Chap anſwerit all, my Lod thair is in Rome 

Seuin wyleſt men that is in Criſtindome, 

Quhiltzis in learning all vther thay pꝛeuaill 

In all wildome, and Science Liberaill. 

Chap ar but dout the ſeid of Salomon, 

Foz to diſcus Pꝛoblemm oz zit Queſtioun. 

Lat ane Meſſage ta thame be fend but mair 

Delpuer thame sour Sone vnto the lait 

Ok thair counfall the Empzeour was content, 

Foz thir Doctours ane Mellage fone was fent, 

Under his Seill, and als his awin hand wꝛit 

To the Doctouris he had deliuer it. 

Sa fone as thay the letters all had red 

To thair vepage but tarp fone thame ſped. 

Quhen thay come to the Empꝛeours pꝛeſence 

Chap ſaluſt him with laude and reuerence, 

On thair beſt wife, as to thame culd effeir 

Pe faid to thame ze ar all welcum heir. 

J ſpeir at sow haue ze ony knawlege 

Quhairkoir J fend to ow ſeuin my Meſſage. 

Chay anſwerit him, the caus na way we knaw 

Quhill v: sour grate will witchaik for to ſchaw 

Tour graces will quhen ze haue ſchawin vs to 

That to fulfill, our power we fall do. 

To quhome he ſaid, J thank sow Maiſters all 

Mom vnto ow my erand ſchaw J fall. 

Ane Sone alone, na ma barnis J haue, 

Moz all my time na ma God to me gaue: 

Appeirandlie he is to be mine air, 

Thairkoir J wald he war put to the lair: 

To cunning men foe to haue thair doctrine, A 
nd 
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And in south heid be under Diſcipline, 
To that effect, efter my katall det 
Into my place with Honour he be fet, 
To reule his Realme with wildome and Juftice 
Quhilk in ane Pꝛince ſuld euer ring alwapis. 
Thairkoir J wald ze ſeuin ſuld him reſſaue, 
And him to leirne, and into gyding haue, 
And ze fall be rewardit weill thairkoir, 
Sa haill and keir agane ze him reſtoir. 
Chap thankit him all ſeuin with reuerente, 
That he to thame ok his Sone gaue credence. 
¶ Bat the firſt Maiſter callit Pantyllas 
Began and laid, becaus he eldeſt was, 
My Lozd J fall, and pleis sour Mobill grate 
Caus zour ane Sone within ſeuin zeiris fpace, 
Be als cunning in all the ſeuin Science, 
Ok wit, wildome, and all Intelligence 
As J, and all my marrowis that heir ſtandis 
D2 ony man, within sour boundis and landis 
Sa that ze will deliuer him to me, 
This fall J do in pane ok honeſtie. 
¶ The ſecund Maiſter namit Lentalus, 
Chir woꝛdis ſaid vnto the Empꝛeour thus. 
And pleis sour grace deliuer him to me 
TAithin fer veiris he fall haue mair Clevgic, 
Mair cunning crakt in all the ſeuin Science 
Moz J and all that now is in pꝛeſence. 
And us ze knaw J haue ſeruit sour grace 
Sen J was man, in all my lykis ſpace. 
And for rewaird J feik na vther thing 
Bot zour ane Sone to haue in gouerning. 
¶ Chan ſpak the thꝛid vi namit was Craton 
* ith sour gude grace J faillit * ſey vpon. 
J. 
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In greit perrellis, and dangerous weilkair 
And of sour grace rewaird J ſeik na mair, 
To be fa gude, to me deliver wald : 

Tour onlie Sone in gouernance to hald, 

And J pꝛomeis that within zeiris fiue 

He fall be mair cunning and Scientiue, 

Moz J, and all mp marrowis heir about 
Unto zour grate this J fall do but dout, 

@ Than ſpak the fourt to name hecht Malguy⸗ 
And pleis sour grate my ſeruite for ta tak (Deak 
In gude ſeſſoun, in thankis and pleſouris 

For IJ mp if, and my Pꝛogenitouris 

bes ſeruit sow, and sours our Ipfis fpace 

And na rewaird defive FJ of sour grace 

Bot to witchait on me fa greit evedence, 

s for to leir zour Sone perkite Science: 

And for to be ok cunning mair perkite 

Moꝛ J, and all my marrowis can Indite. 
This fall he do within nixt zeiris four, 

Oz J Science and cunning fall gik ouir. 

¶ Cha ſpak the fyft, Joſephus hecht his name 
Lod J am auld, and neuer undekame 

On sour counfall, and hes bene mony zeir, 
Wald ze leik me sour ane Sone fo to leir 

J fall him teiche but dout in zeiris thee 

Als greit cunning, and als perkite Clergie 

As J mp ſelk, and all my marrowis can, 

Oz ellis ze fall call me na honeſt man. 

Ma mair rewaird of sour grate J deſire 
Thocht all my like J haue ſeruit zour Impire. 
Than ſpak the ſext was namit Cleophas 
Ane Mobill man, and cunning Clerk he was, 


And faid ſiclike as the lait faid bekoir, 
Ok zour 
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Ok sour gude grace rewaird J feik no moir 
Bot sour ane Sone to haue in gouerning 
Inkozme and teiche, and into Science bring 
In cunning be falbe within twa zeir 
Chat he fall haue na peregall noz peir. 
Ma mair rewaird at zom now afk will J 
Quhilk sour gude grace J traiſt will not deny 
@ Than faid the ſeuint greit Maiſter & doctour, 
Cinta sour grace J will do fic pleſour, 
Giue me sour Sone in credence and gyding 
TUithin ane zeir J fall him giue leirning, 
Sa pꝛokoundlie in all the Science feuin, 
And ok all Science vnderneth the heuin: 
That in wildome he fall haue na compair 
Unto sour grate this ſchoꝛtlie J declair, 
Foz giktis of golde, noz geix J not regaird 
Moꝛ for labouris J couet na rewaird 
Bot sour gude will, que the zeir is furth gane 
The Empꝛeour hard, and thäkit thame Ilkane 
And laid Jam Indettit to zom all 
Unrecompanſit nane of zow thair be fall. 
Bot not the les fen J find sow fa kynd 
And m gude willis hes ſchawin me sour mynd 
Gif J ſuld him commit til ane of zom 
Than all the reſt micht weill beleue and trow 
That to that ane J had mair affectioun 
Than to the reſt, quhilk fuld caus diſcentioun: 
Diſcoꝛd, Inup, and alfo variance, 
Mubilk in na fort amang fic men fuld chance. 
Thairkoir to sow coniunctlie all in ane 
Meir J commit my Sone Diocleſiane. 
My afald barne, and eik my onlie Air, 
Gith zow to be Inſtructit wa in lair. 

. I. 
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And him to gyde in alkin honeſt ſoꝛt, 

Quhyplis to wiſdome, and quhylis to game ¢ 

As ze will anſwer Ilk ane vnto me, (ſpoꝛt: 

In pane of credence and of sour honeſtie. 

Foz be he weill, euin fa J think mp fell 

Do as ze pleis, as now na mair J tell. 

¶ Chit dyng Doctours the (weit langage heir⸗ 

Of thair gude Lod, and alfiwa perſauing (ing 

The greit credence, and ſiclyke the kyndnes 

That he had ſchawin unto thair ſempilnes. 

Chap thankit him Ilk ane vpon thair kneis, 

Man ekter man, all ſeuin in thair degreis. 

Sapand to him, that his grace fuld be ſure 

Ok thair laubours greit diligence and cure. 

The Empꝛeour tuke his Sone be the hand, 

And bad that he, at thair bidding fuld ſtand. 

And in na ſoꝛt that he ſuld thame offend 

Unto the time agane he for him fend, 

And fa at ſchoꝛt the barne delyuerit he, 

Quhome thay reſſauit with all humilitie. 

This being done, Ilk ane thay tuke gude nicht 

To Romes Court the way thay held on richt. 

Thir ſeuin Maiſters thair vevage pafling on, 

Ane ok thame faid, quhilk namit was Craton 

To his fellowis, ſavand my bꝛether deir 

Sen we this Chylde in Gouerning hes heir, 

I think not beſt to Romes toun that we ryde 

Gik we litt weill this barne gouerne and gyde: 

Foz diuers caufis and Impediments, 

That may occur be Inconuenients. 

Tyſting the Chylde to mony ſpoꝛt and play 

And to neglect his ſtudie day be day. 

Foz kra greit men get knawledge quhat he be, 
Thay 
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Chap will couet daylie his companie. 

Sa fra ſtudie he falbe ay abſtractit, 

And we all feuin with greit dilpleſure lackit. 
The vther fer faid all with ane conſent 

ibis counfall was gude and conuenient, 

And was faid to the purpois by and by, 

And with gude will to the ſame wald apply. 
This to eſchew, J wald remeid war found 
Foz weill J knaw within ane lytill ground 

To buylde vpon, thair is ane pꝛoper place, 
Quhilk to vs all war plefure and folace, 

Fra Romes toun bot thee myles diſtant, 
Quhat thing we neid, we myſter not to want. 
Lat vs vair mak ane Hous baith rowme ¢ ſquair 
Quhair at quyet the child may leirne his lair 
THe fall gar paynt vpon the wallis about 

The ſeuin Science, with greit Stozvis all out, 
Sa that this Childe may fe veſie and luke, 
And tak doctrine, alweill as in his buke. 

This Counſdall than appleſit thame euer ilkane 
The Hous was biggit fone of lyme and ſtane, 
And weill compleit, as it beſt culd effeir, 
Quhairin thay all, ſtudyit the ſeuin zeir. 
Quhilk bene outrun, and all compleit togidder 
The ſeuin Maiſters amang thame did coffader 
That thay wald all exame Diocleſiane, 

Fra that thair terme ok the ſeuin zeir was gane, 
Gik that he was expert into Science, 
Conſiddering thay had done Diligence, 
Pantillas ſaid, J can not tell trewlie 

Dow our Stoller examit weill ſalbe. 

Than faid Craton J fall that weill deuiſe, 
Into his bed on ſleiping quhen he lyis. 


. ij. 
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Under Jlk nuik of his bed we fall lap 

Ane Oliue leik, than quhen appꝛoches day, 
Gik he perfauis fone efter his walking 

That his bed is remouit ony thing, 

Than we may knaw be our Intelligence 

Me is repleit of all the ſeuin Science. 

This being done, airlie in the moꝛning 

The Childe walknit bekoir the Sone ryſing, 
And lyktit vp his Ene unto the ſky 

And to the ruke of the Hous keruently, 

Baith to and fra, ſchairplie caſting his Ene 
On fic kaſſoun befoir thay had not ſene. 

The ſeuin Maiſteris perſauing perfitelic 
How his Ingyne was raiſit fa quicklie.: 
Chap ſaid quhairkoir tuk ze fa faſt about: 
Quhat mouis sow, oz quhat haue ze in dout⸗ 
Schaw vs in plaine we fall caus to amend it 
Gik ony thing hes zow in hart offendit. 

Ma maruell haue my gude Maiſters (ſaid He) 
For J am beocht in ane greit kantaſie, 
Quhiltz hes me maid richt fleit and als affeird, 
Foz in my ſleip to me J thocht appeird: 
Chat the ruit tre of all this haill Maiſſoun, 
Cinta the eird was quyte declynit doun. 

And fine againe in twinkling of our Epis, 
It was vpliftit ane hundzeth thoufand greis, 
Quhilt put me in ane kelloun fray but dout, 
Than his Maiſters Ilk ane him round about, 
Perſauit weill be gude Experiente 

be was fulfillit of all the ſeuin Science. 

Gik he haue davis and in gude companie 

Ane man ok wit, and wildome he falbe, 

That in the warld fall nane be till him peir, 


Sa 


SEAGES. 


Sa at this tyme we leik this zoung Childe heir, 
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W E may perſaue na Empreour 

Por Ring fulv wirkt at thatr plefour, 
Without une gude counfall, 

Gude counfall is the procurour 

For to fet fordwart gude laubour 

And perrellis dois expell. 


This Empreour be wald do nocht 
OQubill his Lorvis was bekoir him brocht 
And fa thay war richt fone, 
At thame his counfall than he focbdt, 
And thay him {che thafr mynde ant thocht 
Guhnt heft was to be done. 


In ane vote thay concludit thair 
Chat he ſuld put his Sone to lair 
With cunning men of wit, 

Betaus the Counfall did it veclair 
Incontinent hut ony mair 
Fra hand fulfillit it. 


For us the Mother did praupde, 
The Father on that bther lyde 
Sor the Sone did foirf{e, 

Fru purpots wald na langer hyve 
Bot to the Boctouris in that tyre 
Wis Sone delyuerit he. 


Thocht all thir Seutw hav Stience fene, 
Ze may perſaue that thay haue bene 
Ok thair avin Fantafie, 
All caffin into curage clene 
Ilk ane bther to prouene 
And purches Dignitie. 


Alk ane thay tuke ane Viuers vait, 
And promeilt he thair awin conf{att 
Mlair large nor thay wald do, 
Guhilk was far by thair awin Eftait 
For to pretend to gang the quit 
That thay culd not cum to. 


B. ij. 
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Bot the Empreour tuke weill in held. 
We thocht he wald not tak the feid 
Ok all, and pleis bot ane. 
Tor that he kand ane gude remeid 
For the haill ſeuin without mair pleid 
The Childe hes with thame tane. 


{How the Empreour be counfall of his Princes, and 
Lordis of his Impyre weddit ane vther wyfe. 


12 this meane time the Pꝛinces of Honour, 
And the greit Loꝛdis come to the Empꝛeour, 
And faid my Loꝛd and pleis sour nobill grate 
Deir we ar cum to ſchaw how ſtandis the care. 
Bot ane zoung Childe, we knaw no moir ze ha 
And pleſit God, we wald that ze had ma 
And it may ſtand be katale deſtanie, 
That sour ane Sone may Inlaik faill and die 
As God forbid, that fic ane thing fuld chance, 
Zit not the les we wald mak purupance, 
Chan war we all of ane new natiue King 
Maid deftitute abone vs koz to ring, 
Dubhatrtheow ſtrange folke c vncouth natioũs 
Micht conqueis vs, and all our generatiounis. 
Quhilt neuer was fen this Impire began 
Conqueiſt, ouirthzawin with onp moꝛtall man 
Sen Romulus, quhilk buyldit Romes toun, 
Tas neuer man that had dDominioun 
Ok this Impire, bot Mobill natiue Hingis, 
And to auoide ſa greit and perrellous things: 
This is the caus we ar cum to zour grace 
To ſchaw som all the mater and the cace, 
That ſic ane thing is richt abill to be 
To put the Realme furth ok fic Jeopardie, 
THe wald ze tuke lum honeſt gay Ladie 

Tour 
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Tour Mobill Quene and bedkellow to be, 
Co that effect ſurceſſioun koꝛ ta haue, 
And zour Impire kra thir dangeris to ſaue. 
The Empꝛeour than heirand all thair ſawis, 
Quhat ſic thing ment ok the mater and caus. 
be thankit thame ane hundzeth thoufand ſyſe, 
And faid he wald do as thay did deuyſe. 
Ok thaiv counfall richt weill content he was, 
And thame requpzit to purpois foz to pas. 
Ane Lady get that was of tender age, 
Baith gude and kair, and tum ok hie lynage. 
Ane clene Uirgin and luſtie to behald, 
Than fall J do the fame thing that ze wald. 
Ted hir to wife, and Crowne hir to my Quene 
Into this cafe lat our wildomes be ſene. 
Sa thay depart than kra the Empꝛeour 
Deutiſit thaiv Lozdis of wildome and valour, 
To ſeik this Quene thew mony lands vai paſt 
Quhill thay come to ane countrie at the laſt 
Callit Cecyll, quhilk had ane Mobill King, 
Quhilk Bopallie into his Realme did Ring, 
THith greit puiſſance, riches and Honour, 
Quha had ane Mayd of all fairnes the flouc 
To his douchter of kourtene seit of age 
Mobill, courtes, and plefand ok viſage. 
THith all vertew that in wemen micht be, 
And wiſe at will ficlike appeirandlie. 
Quhome thay deſtrit at this gude Mobill King 
In Mariage to the Empꝛeour being, 
And mak hir Quene of all the haill Impire 
This Mobill King grantit to thaiv deſire. 
The Lozdis ok Counfall and Ambaſladouris 
ar than depelchit with pleſure & honouris, 
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And bꝛocht with thame this Mobill gay Ladie 
Quhilk pair zoüg Quene ¢ als Empzice ſuld be 
Chay heifit vp fails with all thair clene curage 
TUith manlie micht come foꝛdwart vair vepage 
Upon the ſey thay fufferit great perrell 
In hame cumming, be fair ſtozme and trauell 
THalterid with wind out theow ß mudy wamis 
The boziall blaſtis fa bauldlie on thame blawis 
That thay war kane and Jopykull at the laſt 
To faue thair lyſis, foe to cut thair mane Watt, 
Cut thair Cabillis, and ouir burd caſt thair geir 
All ok thair lyſis thay ſtude into fic feir. 
Sum ok thame (aid, it was ane ſchzewit Sing 
Ok ane gude luck fic ane Quene hame to bring, 
Quhairthꝛow thay war all in point fo2 to tine, 
And wiſt not quhat wald be the latter fine, 
Sum faid agane all was cum foꝛz the beſt, 
Scho was twyteles, howbeit forme thame op⸗ 
Sa ilk ane faid as vai vat time bethocht (pꝛeſt. 
Sa at dew time to thair awin coiſt was bꝛocht 
Als fone thay come unto thair kyndlie coiſt, 
Daun dzew thair faills, and thair gude ſchippis 
Than word beliue come to the Empꝛeour (loiſt. 
That all his Loꝛdis was landit with pleſour, 
And with them bꝛocht ane Mobill zoung Ladie 
Quhilk to the King his weddit wyke ſuld be. 
The empreour cauſit pꝛoclame thzaow Bomes tou 
That euerie Lozd, Knichte Marques ¢ Barroũ 
In beſt array to mak thame all red rx 
With fair faffoun to meit that zoung Lady, 
Quhilb but delay was done with diligence, 
And fa thay gaue this Lady all prefence ; 
In riche array, as thay culd beſt deuiſe, 
Qith 
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With all triumph, and into thair beſt wife 

To the Cietie thay did hir all conuoy, 

THith all glaidnes, mirth, melodie and Joy. 
And quhen ſcho come vnto this Mobill toun, 
The Bellis rang with Honour and Renoun. 
The claithis of gold was {peed thꝛow all pe ſtreit 
Quhen ſcho lichtit, to gang vpon hir keit. 

The riche Badkins, the coiſtlie veluot wobbis 
The bꝛowdin warkis, ¢ the riche Bypall robbis 
Quhilk on the ſtairis war ſpꝛed fa heich on hie 
It was plefure foꝛ ony man to fe, 

With all vther warldis vane fantafife, 

That mannis bꝛaine and Ingyne culd deuiſe. 
And fa at laſt come in the Empꝛeour 

ith his greit Loꝛdis of riches and Honour, 
Gaue this Lady his perſoun in pꝛeſence, 

Tith all triumph, Renoun and reuerence: 
And hir Imbzaiſt as culd him belt effeir, 

And faid Lady ze ar richt welcum heir 

Than the greit Joy that in that Cietie was 
My waik Ingyne can na way weill compas. 
Sa on the moꝛne quhen that the day was licht 
Unto the Kirk thay led this Lady bricht. 
With all triumphe, greit mirth and melodie 
With mennis wit that culd deuiſit be. 
Conuopit with Kingis nobill Pꝛinces c Lords 
As at fic time aggreis weill and accoꝛds. 

Sine followit hir the Mobill Empꝛeour 

THith all his Lords, that was of greit valour. 
Stout men of Armes into thair waillit weidis 
Rydand at richt vpon thair ſtalwart ſteidis. 
Als with him come diuers grit kings ¢ knichts 
Duiks, Barroũs, erls, ¢ mony woꝛthie wichts 
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THith trũpet, ſchalme, dꝛum, ſquaſche & clarion, 
Harp, Lut, Oꝛgane, Spmbal and Symphioũ 
Maäkand thair mirth all into gude oꝛdour, 
Devraldis of Armes inte thair cort Armour: 
Paſt on befoir as it was maiſt ſemelie 

In thair awin ſtait, conkoꝛme to thair degre. 
Quhill thay come to the Ropall Kirk of Rome 
Quhilk was the heid of Kirkis in chriſtindome 
Thair lichtit thay with mirth and merynes 
Foz to compleit the band of halynes: 
That GOD deupfit betuix woman and man 
Quhen he this warld firſt creat and began. 

Ok that Cietie the greit Biſchop was thair, 
TMith all his Clerkis of greit wiſdome and lair 
This band being compleit in Goddis Mame 
THith mirth and Joy to the Palice paſt hame, 
Quhair thair was maid banket with melodie, 
THith alkin mirth and plefant menſtralie. 
Quhill that nicht come, than Ilk man thocht 


To qupet pas, and tak the nichtis reſt. (it beſt 


Sa this Lady but ony tarying 

Scho paſt to bed with hir houſ band the King 

And fa obtenit the greit kauour and lufe 

Ok hir gude Low, that it culd not remuke. 

And of hir luke he tuke fa greit delite, 

That vther Quene he had foꝛzet hir quite: 

And all his lufe was caſt on this new Quene 

As he befoiv had neuer Marpit bene. 

Tit not the les all the dayis of thair lypue 

God thocht he wald all barnis fra them dꝛyue 

Sa thame betuix thay na ſucteſſioun had 

Quhilk maid this quene baith ſozrowkul ¢ fad 

Sapand hulband, ane thing J som ä 
ze 
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Gik ze wald grant richt hartlie J defive, 
Becaus lang time this Empꝛice did perſaue 
Ma kynd of Childe ſcho was able to haue. 
Scha turnit hir Saillis vnto ane vther wind 
Quhair that ſcho micht ſum futtelnefs gar find, 
Into hir bed guhair that feho was lyand 

In ane mozning with hir ſpous and hulband. 
Scho ſavis my Lord, & pleis zour Mobil grace 
Betuix vs twa is chancit ane heuie cace, 

That be na way can get vs ſucteſſioun 

Quhilk fadis my hart, & dois me greit paſſioũ 
Bot wald sour grace ane thing vnto me grant, 
Betuix vs twa ane Childe we ſuld not want. 
Quod he that thing deuyſe how that ze can, 
Joꝛ that exceidis the wit of ony man 

Foz to get barnis, fen God will not thame grant 
Than force it is baith ze and J thame want. 
Scho laid my Loꝛd it is unto me ſchawin, 

Ze haue ane Sone quhilk is not ta me knawin 
THith ſeuin Maiſters, maiſt wyſeſt on the groũd 
And he him felf, nane wyſer can be found, 
ald ze being him to Court in my pꝛeſence 

J ſuld do all deuoir and diligence, 

Him to Intreit into fa gude faſſoun, 

That all ſuld fay out thꝛow greit Romes touw 
Mot onlie faid, bot alfo ſuld be fwoene, 

That he war of my awin twa ſydis bozne. 

And fen fa is, that J can nocht confaue, 

Onlie sour Sone, as my awin J wald haue 
My Lord this is the afking J require, 
Beſeikin zow to fulfill my delire. 

Zit not the les hir minde was and hir thocht 
In lutteltie, and all with malice wꝛocht. 
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Imagining daylie the Chyldis deid 

Thocht his Father tuke not fic thing in heid, 

Pe fain Lady that will J not deny 

Quhat euer ze afk, enamozit fa am J 

Into zour luke, that foꝛce compellis me 

Quhat ze will ack, denpit it fall not be. 

Thairkoir fen J the ſecretis of my hart 

Schawis to sow plaine, to me keip ze sour part 

As for my Sone it is lang time by patt 

And diuers zeiris fen that J ſaw him laſt. 

Zit not the les to accompliſche sour will, 

J fall belyue ane Meſlage fend him till, 

And caus him cum, and als his Maiſters all 

Quhat he can do baith heir and fe ze fall, 

For F beleue he hes bene diligent 

In his ſtudie, and in ſcience krequent. 

And koz to leir, wit, knawledge and wildome 

That efter me koz to gyde this kingdome. 

Scho faid my Lozd, that it be fa God grant, 

Foz that fame caus J wald na way him want. 

Bot gif ſcho ſaid thir woꝛdis with hir hart 

Te will perſaue be pores ekterwart. 

The Empzeour fone gart mak ane miſſiue, 

The Wellinger he was direct beliue: 

Into greit haiſt with expeditioun, 

Unto the ſeuin greit Maiſteris of Renoun, 

Incontinent vnder the pane of deid, 

And na les pane noꝛz wanting of thair Heid; 

Suld bring his Sone to him at Mitlonday, 

All excuſes being clene put away. 

The Meſſinger beliue depeſchit was 

To the Doctouris the hie gait can he pas 

And the weptingis delyuerit fone hes he, i 
nto 
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Unto the ſeuin Doctouris ok Dignitie. 
Quha it reſſauit with all Obedience, 
Pumilitie, Honour and reuerence. 
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T is ane plaigue perrelous and ane greit difpair, 
Ane Realme to be deftitute of ane Natiue Air 
Quhair kynd captans haldis court, na caus is of cair 

The commoun welth Inereſſis ay, daylie mair and mair 

Be the contrair agane. 

Vnkyndlie Captanes ouirthrawis 

And commoun welth doun drawis 

And leidis not the auld Lawis 

Bot contrair wirks plane. 


This was the maift motiue, the caus and the querrell, 
That caufit thir Princes compeir, to ſchaw all the perrell 
The greit danger and dout, and the caus haill 
Baith for commoun welth and Croune, gif airs chancit faill 
Thair was bot onlie ane 
Thairfoir this mater thay mene 
To caus him tak ane new Quene 
That new Airs micht be fene, 

Gif this Air war gane. 


And fa belyue but pley to counfall be applyit 
Caus it was the commoun weill he durft not deny it 
Bot zit his firſt Quenes deſyre, in ſum part paſt by it 
That to the court the chyld brocht, quhair he was fair inuyit 
The Empreour not knew 
Ze ken of auld this trew Tale 
are is the Nychtingale 
The Empreour gaue hir credence hale 
And neuer word trew. 


Quhen wemen ſpeikis faireft thay ar maift fals found, 
Thay gar {weit licour ſwym aboue, and gall is at the ground 
Thay thaw thame lyke ane turtill dow, and bytis as ane hound 
The Empreour was deſſauit fair, as fone was efter found 
Thay war ay and falbe ‘ 
Sa quefitiue baith nicht and day 
The Empreour culd na gait fay nay 
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Bot men fuld not trow that thay fay 
Sa oft becaus thay lie. 


@ How the feuin Maifteris efter the ficht of the Em- 
preouris Letteris wald firft fe the cours of the 
Firmament and Planetis, quhidder it was 
gude to obey his comandement or not. 


Ale fone as vir ſeuin maiſters had ouirſene 
Che empzeours weit, ¢ vnderſtude it clene 
On the nirt nicht, all ſeuin with ane conſent 
Paſt to eſpy the ſternis and Firmament. 
To tak Joznay gik it was pꝛoſperous 
Oz contrair way, gif it was dangerous. 
For to fulfill the Empꝛeouris command, 
Oz gik thay durſt the famin to ganeſtand. 
Anone thay ſpy into the Firmament | 
Ane ſtozmie ſterne that troublit thair Intent. 
Perſauing weill be the ſterne gik that thay 
Thair Jornay tuke, and raid that ſamin day 
To thame affict, be the Empꝛeouris command 
The Childe but dout in greit perrell ſuld ſtand, 
Foz the firſt woꝛd that he ſpak in pꝛeſence 
Ok his Father in oppin audience, . 
Suld be the caus of his greit ſchamekull deid 
This to eſchew thap culd find na remeid. 
Quhairok thay war all fad and wounder forie 
And wiſt not weill to trauell oz to tarie, 
Ane vther ſterne than thay heheld alſo, 
Schawing to thame to the King wald not go 
And keip the day, quhilk was affirt thame to, 
To wat thair heids, thaiv was nocht ellis ado 
Ane of them ſaid quhair twa Illis dois appeir 
Lat vs that tak quhairin (pis leiſt . 
8 
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It is better ſurelie J fap for me 
Foz this Impire that we all ſeuin fuld die, 
And vther ſeuin ficlike as we av all 
D2 this zoung man fuld fuffer ony thꝛall. 
Thairkoir lat vs all ſeuin with ane Intent, 
Dur awin perfonis ta the Empꝛeour prefent, 
And let the Chylde at hame alone remane 
To fe giue we tarp oꝛ cummis agane. 
And fa thay war all ſeuin richt ſoꝛrowkow, 
Panſing alwapis, quhat meane kaſſoun 02 how 
Chay micht efehew this Inconuentent. 
Sa this zoung man come doun Incontinent, 
Fra his Chalmer, qubaiv he was ſtudiand, 
Dis ſeuin Maiſteris all fittand thatr he kand. 
Richt ſozrowkull, and fad in countenance, 
Ie them Ingupzit, quhat was the caus & chace 
Ok thair fadnes, thay ſaid this ſtandis the care, 
Te all beleuit till had of zom folace, 
Blyithnes and Joy, and alſo gude rewaird, 
Bot now Foꝛztoun hes bene to zow fa hard, 
That all fic thing to greit wanhap will turne, 
Quhairkoir we all hes greit caus foe to murne, 
Foz all our Joy, and our Felicitic 
Is like to turne to greit aduerſitie. 
He faid Maiſters J pray zom ta me ſchaw 
How the cafe ſtandis, zit ze will lat me knaw. 
Chap faid the cafe that we can ſchaw to zow 
Into the ſelk is wonder ſoꝛrowkow, 
Foz zour Father the Empzeour and King 
into vs ſeuin hes fend ane ſchairp wepting, 
Commanding vs withouttin tarping 
On pane of lyſis that we sow till him bing, 
Incontinent at the nixt 1 

: . J. 
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Thir his wevtingis he hes fend at the poiſt, 
To quhat effect, we knaw not his Intent, 
Bot we all ſeuin hes fppit the Firmament, 
The JPlanetis eik and als the ſternis cleir, 
And we can ſe na vther thing appeir 

Bot haiſtelie without ony remeid, 

And ze {peak anis ze fall thoill ſuddand deid. 
Gik we delay, and being sow not him till, 
Our deid is dicht, and in sour Fatheris will. 
The Childe anfwerit agane richt humblie 

J air repent that fic ane thing fuld be. 

Can ze not find in that cafe na remeid 

Bot outher J, oꝛ ze to ſuffer deid / 

Tit J mon pas and all the ſternes ſpy 

Gik J can find ony remeid thairby, 

That may put ok that deidlie dolent hour, 
And fatiffie my Father the Empzeour. 
Incontinent he veſeis ouvir his buikis, 

Sine efter that vnto the ſternes he luikis. 
Amang the reſt ane proper ſterne he ſaw, 

That was richt cleir pevfite and wonder fina 
Quhairby richt weill conſidderit he the cace, 
Giue that he culd abſtene ſeuin dapis ſpace 
Fra all ſpeiking and hald him ſelk as dum 
Ouir fic perrell he elenlie ſuld ouircum. 

And all thair lifis in na perrell to be, 

Quhilk ſterne he leit all his ſeuin Maiſters fe. 
And laid Maiſters behald and weill perſaue, 
Giue J mp felf as dum man moſte me haue. 
Seuin dapis but ſpeiche, fine on the auchtand 
All the perrell J fall auoyde away. (day 
And ze ar ſeuin ok all the warld maiſt wife, 

J think it is bot ane ſmall Interpziſe, 


Ilk 
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Ilk ane of som to ſaue my like ane day, 
Quhen that is done, than ſum thing J fall fay, 
That ze and J kra all perrell falbe 
Che Maiſteris ſeuin concludit pevfitelic. 
All that he ſaid was wonder Juſt and trew, 
Foꝛ be the ſterne the famin weill thay knew, 
And randerit thankis to Poteſtatis diuine, 
Chat thair Scoller had fa perfite Ingine, 
Ok cleir cunning, fic ane ſterne to confidder 
Quhairby that thay ſuld all be fait togidder: 
And out of dout, and all danger of deid, 
Seuin davis put by, him fel€ to find remeid. 
he firſt Maiſter, Pantillas was his Mame 
Said that he ſuld vnder the pane of lchame, 
Foꝛ the firſt day bekoir the King to ſtand, 
To ſaue his life partlie he tuke on hand. 
Quod Lentulus, quhilk was the nixt Doctour, 
I tak on hand sour life fo2 to ſuctour, 
Che ſecund day, and fa faid all the eft, 
Chair day about, fa lang as ſeuin did leſt. 
Chis being faid, all feuin with ane content, 
Chap clad this Childe in ane new abilsement, 
In goldin clais, as effeivit his eftait, 
Sine lap on Hors, and fozdwart maid the gait, 
To Romes toun, with all the ſpeid thay had 
SF orto obey as the Empꝛeour thame bad. 


qMORALITAS. 


T war weill None or we our bepage tuke 

Jo: zit Dornay outher he fey or land 
Upon the ſternis any firmament to luke, 

Silk that veynge with godlynes dois ſtand, 

And in na fort that it brek not command 

Ot God alone, nor do him na ollente, 

The ſternis J mene, to he mannis conſciente, 

0 ij. 
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As thir Boctouris, or thay to Fornap went 
The Firmament thay wald firlt pas and ſpp, 
Qubatr thay perfauit ane greit Impediment 
Be diuers {terns appeirand in the thy 
Por to remane, {chew thame gude caus and qubp 
The Hingis Precept alluterlie to ganeftand, 

Zit lum remeid the Chyld him felf he kand. 


God him grantit, and fic grace to bim gaue 
To fynd ane way that thay all {até micht be, 
By his Mailters, ane proper terne persaue 
Guhßtlk all the ſeuin culd not perfaue nor fe 
Guhairby thay micht thair Jornay pas ſaiflie. 
Conditionally, fa that he culd be dum 
Unto the {pace, leuin Vayts war gane and cum. 


Guhairkoir we all map be riecht wonder fure 
Che grate of God to na man is obftant 
As to the riche, euin ficlpke tua the pure, 
As to the auld euin fa to the Infant 
Wis treafure is to all fa abounvant, 
Sa ample geuin, fa Ltherall and fre, 
To thame it feikis with all humilitie. 


As the Grilloun, and als the greit Gothalk 
Is at all tyme of wyng mailt wonder wicht 
Unto thair pray na kynd of bird will balk. 
Zit than the Sparbalk is als ſwyft of flicht 
As the Griffoun, and als ſchairp of hir Licht 
MEM cutche alweill {fc birdis as ſcha hes ble 
As the Griffoun will catche to him ane Gufe. 


Guin fa ane Page or zit ane zoung Prentylſe 
Guhen thay ur bot laitlie put to the werk 
Be quick Ingyne {tudfe, and gude ferutee 
We may preuaill his Maiſter at the merk. 
Guin fa did this zoung man and cunning Clerk 
Perſaue ane ſterne, qubtlk his Miatlters outrf{aw 
Bowbeit thay war langer leirit in the Law. 


It is oft ſene ane fober limpill man 
To ane greit man ane counfallour map be 
Be Goddis grace, perchance alweill he can 
Giue gude counfall, as thay of greiter gre 


Gubilkis 
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Qubtlkts ar bplpitit into Authoritie, 
For qubp the Vie that is richt waik of wing 
Wame to hir Wiue [weit hony {cho will bring. 


qBreuis in volatilibus eft apis, & initium dulcoris 
hune fructus illius. Ecclefiaft. xj. 


@ How the Empreour raid to meit his Sone com- 
ming fra the ftudie, with greit Pomp and Pryde. 


AND fa as thay had enterit to veyage 

The Poiſtis ran with all haiſtie Meſſage 
To Romes toun, and tauld the Empꝛeour 
That his ane Sone, with all haiſt and laubour 
Tas cumming hame, on Hors the reddy way. 
bis Fatheris will and Pꝛecept to obey. 
Than his Father Incontinent gart call 
His greit Pꝛinces, and vther Loꝛdis all, 
And bad thame be in reddynes Ilkane, 
He wald ga meit his Sone Diocleſiane. 
The ſeuin Maiſters perkytelie fa knawand 
The Empꝛeour, with his Court was cũmand. 
Unto the Childe all in ane voce thay faid, 
Te think it bei ſum danger to auoid, 
That we all ſeuin pas into the Citie, 
And ze kozdward pas with sour companie. 
In the meane time, that we may all pꝛoupde 
Sum help, that may put by this towter tide, 
And we fall do all that we can oꝛ may 
Foz zour ſupplie, Ilk ane to keip ane day. 
The Childe anfwerit as ze will pleſis me, 
Remember zit on my neceflitic, 
In greit danger J wait that J will ſtand. 
Thairkoir think on quhat ze haue tane on Had, 


Chap tuke thair leit at him oer 
11]. 
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Sine all thay raid toward Bomes Citie. 

Sa koꝛdwart come Diocleſiane rydand, 

And lukis on far faw his Father cumand, 

And as thay met, of his Hoes lichtit doun, 

To his Father he maid him reddy boun, 

Kneland on kne with all obedience, 

Sine his Father with luke and reuerence, 

About his neck okt times he tuke and kiſt, 

That he was dum his Father zit not wif, 

My awin deir Sone ze ar welcum he laid 

Ok sour weilkair J am richt wonder glaid. 

Pow is it with sow J pap sow lat me knaw, 

Foz it is lang akoir fen J sow ſaw. 

Cha this zoung man ful richt manlike ¢ meik 

Bowit doun his heid, ¢ nathing wald he ſpeik 

Quhairok his Father meruellit gretumlie 

That he agane anfwerit not Inſtantlie. 

Zit he compaſt into his mynde agane 

Be his Maiſters, that he was fa conſtrane 

And commandit, that he fuld ſpeik nathing 

Me on hoꝛſbak, be ony way ryding. 

Sa hame thay come, out thꝛow the greit Cietie 

Ok Romes toun, with greit Solemnitie. 

Quhill thay come to the Empꝛeours Palice 

Quhair that thaiv was mony antick deuiſe. 

And of thair Hors beliue thay lichtit doun 

THith greit triumph honour and als Benoun, 

Che Father led his Sone in be the hand 

Into the hall, quhair mony was bydand, 

And fet him doun beſyde him at the deis, 

The Peralds bad fone filence all and ceis. 

Than Sone he laid, now ze will ſpeik to me 

Tour ſeuin Maiſters, how do thay tell lat 15 
ow 
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ow dois zour felf, for it is lang ago 

Sen J zow faw, the ſuith it is euin fo, 

Te ar welcome to me with hart and minde 

Sa than the Childe his heid he did Inclinde, 
As he wald fay, FJ thank sow Father deir, 
Qubat euer he thocht thair was na man micht 
Qubaivat his Father meruellit gretumlie (heir. 
And in ane part he lukit erneſtlie, 

And faid tell me, withoutin mony ſawis 

That se ſpeak not, the maner and the caus, 

ibe anſwerit not, bot bowit doun his Heid, 
The Empzeour ſaw that than was na remeid, 
Pe panſit in minde, of his Sone not content, 
Sa the Emprice gat woꝛd Incontinent, 
Qubaivot ſcho was wonder Joyous and glaid 
To hir Ladyis with merie minde {eho faid, 
Mow will J go Diocleſiane to fe, 

Guhairkoir that ze my beſt clething being me. 
And fa anone ſcho went doun to the haw 
Guhair that beliue Diocleſiane ſcho ſaw 

Upon the deis belyde the Childe fat doun 

Is this zour fone my Loꝛd ſuld bꝛuik sour croũ? 
And hes bene teichit with all vt ſeuin Doctouris 
Me is to me welcome with all kauouris. 

He is my Sone the Enipꝛeour faid agane, 

Bot he ſpeikis not, quhairok J am not kane. 
knaw na thing how it is fallin be chance, 

Be Deuilrie, og Goddis Dedinancee, 

Bot all the time to me ſen he is cum 

heir nathing, bot alwayis he is dum. 

Scho faid my Loꝛd delpuer him to me 

Gik euer he ſpak, that ze fall heir and fe 

J fall him caus with woꝛdis kair and meik, 


C. ij 
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Chat J dout not bot he will to me ſpeik. 

The King ſaid go away with hir and riſe 

The Childe he vais on his maiſt humbill wile, 
Inclining law with all Obedience, 

To his Father randzing gude Reuerence. 

To the Chalmer with the Empzice he went, 
Bot J beleue it pleſit not his Intent. 


qMORALITAS. 


HAT it is writtin weill we knaw 
Into the Bunke ok Eyovte, 
Guben God to Moyles gaue the Law 

In Mont Sinap that hill fo bie 

Into that Buke thair find map we 

Amang the ten Commandements 

That we obedient fuld he 

And hald in Honour our Parents. 


Sa did this Chylde quben that he ſaw 
is Father be the way cummand 
Boun of his hors he lichtit law 
On his kneis tuke him be the hand, 
Als quben his Father gaue command 
Wim for to ſpeik, he bowit his heid 
Mith humbill hart to him menand 
J Var not ſpeik for feir of deid. 


Sit thing bis Father na way kend 
Bot quhen the Quene come in preſente 
Incontinent he bad him wend 
Witth bir to Chalmer, and gu hence 
The Chyld with all Obedience 
Watt at command powbeit he Knew 
That it wald caug ane greit Offence, 
Wend weill that race that he wald rew. 


Guin fa we fuld be all and ane 
To our Parents Obedient, 
And giue uur awin he deid and gane 
The Principall ap, is remanent, 


That is our Father all Patent 
We keidis 
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We feivis vs with bis baly hand 
Than lat bs fet our haill Intent 
On our heft way keip his command. 


¶ How the Emprice led Diocleſiane to hir Chal- 
mer for to mak merines, quhilk ap- 
peirandlie he withſtude. 


HE Empꝛzite than ſũ Ladpis callit hir till 
Sayand this is my utter minde and will, 

That ze pꝛepair my Chalmer and my bed 
THith Silk badkins, that it be weill outrſpꝛed 
And all the hous weill houng with Tapeſtrie, 
Chap ſaid Madame, as ze bid fa fall be. 
Than the Empzice tuke Diocleſiane 

Be the richt hand, and to Chalmer is gane, 
And cauſit auoide all the Chalmers anone, 
Mane baid thairin bot thay twa thame alone. 
Scho thocht not beſt nane vther thair ſuld byde 
And fet him doun bekoir hir awin bed ſyde: 
And faid to him thir woꝛdis in ane part 

O beſt belouit Diocleſiane my hart: 

Okt times Jhaue hard ſpek of sour bewtie, 
Tour wit, wiſdome, and sour greit courtaſie, 
Tour greit vertew oz euer J sow ſaw, 

J couct zow muche baith to le and knaw, 
Jam richt blyith my ſweit Diocleſiane, 
That we twa now ar fa ſeereit alane. 

J wald haue giuen within this zeir ago 

Ten thoufand pound foe to haue had it fo, 
And Jam glaid that now J may behald 

The ſamin thing that my hart alwapis wald. 
And J haue caufit zour Father for som fend 
To that Intent, and kor that kynall end, 
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That J may haue of sour bodie folace, 

And now fen we ar heir in ſecreit place, 

Foz without fault J fap to zow planelie 

J haue keipit my clene virginitie 

To zow trewlie, vnto this pꝛeſent hour 

Motwithſtanding sour Father the Empzeour 

Wes marpit me, zit J wald not confent 

In that behalk to fulfill his Intent: 

Bot at all times hes waitit vpon zow, 

Qubaivfoir of me ze tak sour plefure now: 

And ſpeik to me, and lat vs go to bed, 

Sen J mp ſelk now thairto hes sow led. 

Auhat euer ſcho ſaid, quhat euer ſcho did oz wꝛo⸗ 

Fo2 al hir talk ane woꝛd he anſwerit nocht (cht 

Scho ſeing that, to him ſcho faid agane, 

O my ſweit hart, and gude Diocleſiane, 

J ſweir sow heir, be Peter and be Paull, 

In sour keping ze haue my lyke and Saull. 

Qubat is the caus to me ze will not ſpeik ? 

Schaw me ok luke ſum takin J beſeik. 

Joz as pe knaw Jam ane zoung Lady, 

And to perkozme sour will am heir reddy. 

Sa in hir armes diuers times (cho hynt, 

Him to haue kiſt, to his mouth maid ane mynt, 

Me turnit his Heid, and wald not thole hir kis 

In hir awin minde (quod ſcho) quhat thing is 

That to this man pꝛofferis my bodie, (this 

And be na way he will conſent to me, 

Diocleſiane my onlie lute ſcho ſaid 

Sen that my luke fa firme is on zow laid: 

Quhp do ze this, to be to me vnkynde, 

Knawing richt weill ze haue my hart c mynde 

And thair is nane that may perſaue oe fe, 
Quhat 
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Quhat that is done into this Hous bot we. 
Thairkoir grant me the thing that J som craik, 
And ze thairkoir my Maidinheid to haik, 

He wꝛpit his face away and his vifage, 

Foz he na way he lykit hir langage. 
Perſauing than that ſcho culd not obtene 

His luke noz fauour, bot it denpit clene. 

Scho faid my luke, and weit Diocleſiane 
Behald my Papis, behald my quhyte bꝛeiſt 
Quhilt heir J put in sour will ¢ plefour (bane 
And clene koꝛſaikis sour Father the Empꝛeour. 
Foz quhy he is baith kebill waik and aula, 
Lene ok body, and als of nature cauld. 

In his south heid fa vailzeant hes bene 

That now in eild he is conſumit clene. 

That he ckarſlie may ſtand vpon his keit, 
Quhatrkoir to me, noz fic he is not meit. 

At zour pleſure thairkoir my body tak, 

He ſeing this, his heid he turnit bak, 

Chat be na ſigne, noꝛ vther countenance 

Into na fort he wald do hir pleſance. 

Bot in fa kar as he culd him remuke, 

Scho micht perſaue that ſcho wantit his luke. 
Quad ſcho agane, gif it pleſis sow nocht 

To ſpeik to me, noꝛ zit ſchaw me sour thocht. 
As may perchante be done kor ſum gude qubp, 
Into that cafe, excuſe zow weill will J. 

Tit not the les, J wald ze did Indyte 

Upon paper, and sour minde to me wzyte, 

Le pleis not ſpeik, tak thaiv paper and Ink, 
Beſeikand sow to weite me quhat ze think. 
Gik efterwarvd sour luke J may obtene, 

In ſecreit wife, that nane wait quhat we mene. 
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Sa the paper and Ink he did reſſaue 
And wait as heir efter ze may perſaue. 

O Lady fair J pꝛay God me defend 
Fra fic miſchance that J fe sow Intend, 
Gik J dekoull my Fatheris awin Orchaird, 
My Fatheris Ire J get for my rewaird: 
or J wait not quhat frute thairotk fall ſpring, 
And als J knaw richt weill ane vther thing 
That Goddis wraith but kaill fall fall on me, 
Thairkoir at ſchozt lat all fic folie be. 
Pꝛouoke me not na farther hidderto, 
Foz J will ſchaw the mater gif ze do. 
Als ſone as ſcho the Chedull had out red, 
Under hir keit Incontinent it tred. 
And ſyne agane with hir teith ſcho it raik, 
Thairok the Cert, that na man fuld perſaik, 
All hir Heid geir feho keſt it on the flure 
Raik doun hir clais, and all hir riche veſture. 
Baik doun hir hair, and (kavtit hir vifage, 
Quhil blude ran doun ouvir all hir perſonage. 
That all micht heir ſcho cryit with ane loud vo⸗ 
Fv help for ſchame, oꝛ J mp life will lois. (ce 
This rude Ribald wald reueis me with ſchame 
Perſaue this Childe now giue he feruis blame. 
Tas neuer woman fen fir the warld began 
Sa cruellie dzeſt, with ane vnkaithkull man. 
That J lippinnit na harme fuld to me done, 
O ze my Loads, cum heir and help me fone, 


qMORALITAS. 


OW he this Tale ze may perſaue 
Wow mony wapis that wemen haue 


At all times for tu vilfaue, ane Innocent 
Into hir net, qubill {eho him get, to hir Intent wes 
t 


SEAGES. 37 


With flattering wordts baith fals und fair 
Sit to reheirs wald kyle the Air 8 
Tor {chame nor (in that will not {paty, thair mynd to ſchaw 
Schame is patt the {chev of thair hair, as weill we knaw. 


Co tempt this man was all hir mynde 8 
And caus him to foull fin Inclynde ; 
We wald not ſpeik, bot with ane ſynd, be wald forfatk hir, 
Scho was the Beuillis wonder kynd, the foull Ill tak hir. 


Scho lichtlyit hir awin Lord and Hing 
With greit dellait and fals talking 
Incontinent this Chilve to bring, to ane milcheit, 
Fy tratour that thocht fic x thing, fp commoun theit. 


Paper and Ink {eho till him gaue 
Thocht he was dum that {cho micht haue 
is btter myn de, and to perfaue, qubat he wald do, 
Guhen (cho it red, with keit it tred, now fy (quod (cho). 


Guhen that {eho ſaw (cho culd not ſpeid 
Scho rait hir clais all into ſcreid 
With ckarting caulit hir face to hletv, in great diſpyte, 
Fy Crumpour that did fic ane weit, God will the quyte. 


Gußen {eho had all reuin doun hir face 
Scho crptt oft tymes full lowde allace, 
Is thair na help in all this place, nor na remeid 
This Cratour {trang, gar fone ga hang, quhill he be vetv. 


We wuld heir in greit belante 
Contrauir my will dekfortit me 
As ze map all perſaue and fe, my bludie face 
Beiris witnes weill git fic thing be, into this cate, 


Ze map perſaue {cho had na ſchame 
To caus hir {elf get fic Defame 
Siclyke ane Innocent bure blame, that was fa clene 
That tuke na cure, to be ane hure, und cho ane Quene. 


Syne into euill ſa done expert 
Sa falflie culd the Tale peruert, 
Guhilk was weill knawin fone ekterwart, us ze fall heir, 
Guhat was baith Quene and Chylds part, falhe maid cleir. 
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O Boly Dragoun and doutſum Ben 
G gluwrand gredie and gaipen Glen 
O filthy fleſche kolterit in en, with greit offence, 
O Cotatrice that will not ken, thy alvin confetence. 


O vyle Giper mailt bennemus, 
G {uttell Serpent Sulphurius 
O hiddous pit peltiferus, now this J fay the, 
O dowbill Deuill maiſt dangerus, God laue me fra the. 


In malice thow art ſa frequent, 
Sa mony euillis thow can Inuent 
Sua plcious and fa vehement, ay prone to euill, 
Thow wald rin to get thy Intent, quick to the Beuill. 


Fy om the foull flame fyre fa fell 
y on the hiddeous hound of hell 
Ny on the verray {pringand well, that ay was brokin, 
That cairis not to condempne thy fell, thy luſt to {lokin. 


y ur the lult In ſaciabill, 
Fy on thy myrth matlt Miterabill 
Fy on the luke mailt Iamentabill, full of diſpyte, 
Zour chance is ay fa changeabill, clene J so quyte. 


Sen J zow fe fa Inconſtant 
All vertewis me think ze want 
Bot into hice richt aboundant, ze are prukeſt, 
And ap to rin, to ſchame and fin, ze think it heft. 


Sen ze ave geuin tu sour plefour, 
Not regarding sour alvin Honour 
Wow {all men haue to zow fauour, thatrfoir J quyte solv, 
Ze are not worthe, to he {et forthe, the Beill hevrpte zow. 


To gude wemen not this J fay 
It is thair ꝓuirt baith nicht und vay 
As ze haue hard bekoir me fay, with thame to chyde, 
To this gude wemen will not nap, na tyme nor tyde. 


Thairkoir J pray zow me extuſe, 
For euill wemen J can not rule 
Thair alvin honour fa thay abufe, in alkin fort 
Weiriotr thair compante J refule, J fay at ſchort. 


¶ How 
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¶ How the Emprice complenit to the Empreour of 
the fchame done to hir be his Sone Dioclefiane. 


HE Empreour with his Lozds in the hall 

Hard the loud ſchout, and ſozie pieteous call 
Ok the Empꝛzice, all haiſtelie thay furth ran. 
Mony greit Lod, Knichts and gentilman, 
The Empꝛeour come firſt quhair vt was ye quene 
And faid Madame, quhat haue ze hard oz ſene 
To do sow nop, anguiſche oꝛ diſpleſour 
O fp ſcho faid, heir is ane greit Tratour 
Ee call zour Sone, bot sour Sone is he nocht. 
Had he bene zouris fic thing he had not wꝛocht 
J wait it was neuer hard of bekozne 
In all this warld fen ony man was boone 
That fic ane knaik fa hie thing to pꝛeſume 
As to dekoull the greit Empzice of Rome 
Thairkoir my Lord ſen ze ar Empꝛeour 
This mater maiſt rynds to our greit Honour, 
Coꝛrect ze not fic thing and mak remeid 
Jreck nathing how fone that J be deid. 
Foꝛ gude cauſis to Chalmer J him led, 
Sine like ane knaif he wald dekoulit my bed 
Jchereiſt him with woꝛdis of greit comkoꝛt, 
To ſpeik to me, J did him oft exhoꝛt. 
On foull badzie his minde was onlie fet, 
Fra time he fa his willis he culd not get 
At his pleſure, he maid him me deforce 
Contrair my will, and fa hes rent my Coꝛte, 
THith effuſioun of blude all aboundant, 
And beleuing na vther thing Inſtant 
Bot haiſtie deid, war not J gaue ane ſchout. 
Conſidder weill gik J tude than in dout, 


40 THE SEVIN 


Ze may perſaue be my abilsement 

The treuth heirok, how that he hes it rent. 

The fin and ſchame of this harlot to fle 

Ilk man may knaw how he hes done to me. 

Thairkoir my Lord, as J haue ſaid befoir, 

FJ som deſire ze wald caus to reſtoir 

My greit Honour, and my wozſchip agane 

That this Rebald fals Diocleſiane 

TMald fra me rent foztelie aganis my will, 

Oz ellis zour bed 3 fall neuer cum till. 

Quhen that the King this mater hard and ſaw 

Ibe was Inklambit with cruell Ire and gaw, 

Malice, wodnes, and greit Melancholie, 

CUas na remeid, bot that his Sone fuld die. 

Callit Sergandis c gaue thame ſtrait comand 

On ane Gallous thay ſuld him hang fra hand 

Cha faid the Loads pt ſtude the Empꝛeour neir, 

And pleis zour grate ſum of our woꝛdis to heir. 

Lord as ze knaw, ze haue na Sonnis bot ane, 

Quhairkoir we all hes greit caus to mak mane, 

And gif ze had we think all verralie 

Zour pꝛeſent Sone war abill foz to die. 

Bot not the les with fa haiſtie Intent, 

THe think not beſt we fay with ane conſent 

Zour onlie Sone that se fa fone put doun 

Without odour of Law oz pꝛouiſioun 

The Law is maid to puniſche treſpaſſouris 

All geuin to euill and miſchant tranſgreſſouris 

And gik fa be that he be found the fame 

Than be oꝛdour lat the Law him condame: 

That na man fay that the greit Empꝛeour 

His onlie Sone in wodnes and furour 

TUithout the Lam hes put his Sone to 9 
leis 


* 
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Pleis zour greit grate to this mater tak heid. 
The Empꝛeour to fic wordis gaue audience, 
And faid my Loꝛdis, of me ze haue credence 
THithin this Realme to leid Juſtice and Law, 
Thairkoir J will confent weill to sour ſaw. 
And als J think it richt expedient 
He be condampnit in ane plane Judgement. 
Than command was to put him in pꝛeſoun, 
Chair to remane without ony ranſoun, 
Unto the time that Juſtice Court fuld ſtand 
Chan four Jewellours reſſauit him fra hand, 
In deip pꝛeſoun richt ſchairplie him Inclulſit, 
Quhairin bekoir the Childe was neuer vlit. 
Mow lat him fit, God couer him of cair, 
Ok the Emprice lat vs ſpeik karthermair. 
Quha perſeueirit in malice and greit Ire 
Aganis this Childe, as ony byznand fyze. 
As ſone as ſcho had gottin trew knawledge, 
Chat this zoung man was put in pꝛeſonage 
Not put to deid, fa ſuddanlie as ſcho wald, 
Scho cryit, ſchoutit, and murnit monpfald, 
That the Palice ſcho cauſit be all on ſteir 
It was greit pane hir fo2 to fe and heir 
Than hir Ladyis to hir Chalmer thacht beſt, 
it to conuop, thairin foꝛ to tak reſt. 
Qube nicht was cum, ve King to Chalmer paſt 
And kand his Quene weiping c murning kaſt 
Tringing hir hands, ſobbing and fiching fair, 
The King was nopit to fe hir mak fic cair. 
To quhome he ſaid, O my deir Lady gent, 
Quhat is the caus that ze fa ſair lament⸗ 
Scho faid my Loꝛd, knaw ze not all the cace, 
How zour curſt Sone hes maid bludie my kate. 
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And wald me put to vtter diſpleſour 

ar not Zour felf, and vthers maid ſuccour. 
Te commandit, him koz to hang fra hand, 

Zit not the les, on life he is leitand. 

oz pour command is not obepit at all, 

Moꝛ zit mp ſchame na way is maid to fall, 
Quhairkoir my Loꝛd, J think that ze ſtand aw 
Upon zour Sone, to leid Juſtice and law. 
Than to the Quene the Empꝛeour can fap, 
Madame fa fone, the mone as it is dap 

All sour defive to fulfill and Intent, 

be fall but dout thole Juſtice in Judgement. 
Quod ſcho my Lod, fall he sit leit fa lang. 
Quod he Madame, lat this ane nicht ouirgang. 
Than micht fic chance on zow cum haiſtelie 

As on ane Burges come ok this Cietie. 

As it was ſchawin the treuth vnto my fell. 
Quod he Madame, J pꝛay sow that to tell. 

At sour pleſure (quod ſcho) it falbe done, 

Sa hir Sermone on this wife began fone. 


qMORALITAS. . 


E fe this Quene he wapis wrung 
Willing put doun this proper Chyle 
se curſt confatt and Teling {trang, 
To deid him to conuict and kyle 
And als hir King perfuaty, tu trow all that {cho faty 
Wlith mony wrink, fals way and wyle 
Bot zit {cho was fet by hir {tyle, be gude counkall he had. 


Guhilk caultt him to prolung the tyme 
Be gude counfall vnto the morne 
Guhair thay helt culd try gut the cryme 
And clenge the calle out fra the corne 
It is gude to put by, an euill hour fa fay 3 
Or ane Innatent he forlorne 
And he of {a greit Iynnage borne, this is mp caus and qubp. 

or 
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Tor giue this Guene had gottin hir will 
The King had it repentit ſair 
Mithouttin counſail or gude kill 
For to Viltroy bis Sone and Air 
Guhilk greit pietie had bene, quhil the treuth had bene {ene 
Auengeante in hir euer mair 
This Chyld that carpit in fic cafr, and curtt be {ic a Quene. 


Guhen tho zoung man cummis to gude age 
Giue ony time it chancis the 
Be gikt of God wit and Knawledge 
Ane cholin Judge than for to be 
Giue ony fault be done, caus to correct it fone 
Bot firlt that thow hatth heir and fe 
The talking of the nixt partie, than thow thy wit adione. 


Giue thatr occurris caus or querrell 
Be not to ſwykt to giue fentence 
For thatrin ſtandis richt greit perrell 
Bout and danger with negligente 
Be the mater obſcure, than thow fuld be richt fure 
Be witnes and eriente 
Lat Alk ane ple thair dew vefenre, chin to riche as to pure. 


Se thow bfe ay ane gude Counfall 
Ok that be ficker at thy ſyde. 
And fa lichtlie thow fall not faill 
Guhat euer chance for to betyde 
Gude counfall is the grund, quhair kaithtulnes is found, 
It can perſaue and als proupve 
And fra all perrell for to gyde, within ane lytill {tounv. 


For giue thot hatltelfe pronounce 
Sentence outr fone to riche ur pure, 
The fame na way thow map renounce 
Por in wa fort again reture 
Mithouttin lak and fhame, dichonour and defame 
Thatrisir thow fuld be wonder {ure 
That thow to na man do Iniure, ur els thow ferufs blame. 


Now to zow Judges J will fap 
Eſchew fra wraith and greit kurour 
Lat mercy meis sour mynde alway 
Lat reſſoun reule sour greit Runkcour. 
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In na point be partiall, sour Ballance beir equall 
Than Vo ze God ane greit pleſour 
And to zour felf purches Honour, and wynnis gude ear 


¶ To knaw quhat the Empreour, the Emprice, the 


zoung Chylde, and the feuin Doc- 
touris fignifyis. 

R we proteid zit farthermair, 

Ok this mater lum thing will ſchaw 

Guhat ilk thing ments for to Nerlair 
The mater better ze will Rrra, 
This Empreour that leidis the Law 
We lignikyis a mannis perfoun 
That walteris betuix wynde and waw 
Into this warld ay bp and doun. 


Wis fone betakins the Suull of man 
Qubilk in the corps is ay Incluſit, 
The Emprite Signityis Sathan, 
Auhilk euer oppin malice muſit. 

The leuin Boctouris a ſeuin vertewis 
Fechtand contratr ſeuin deidlie ſinnis, 
Guhiltk that the lillie Saull perſewis 
ra to diſtructioun it beginnis. 


The feutn daxyis this Chylde is dum 
Ot mannis lyfe thay ar the ſpate, 
For in this warld fra he first cum 
Be neuer hes perkyte folare, 

Gupill that God tak him in his grate, 
And forzet all this warldlie tuft, 
Chan ſpeikis he to God face to face 
Guhen that the Deuill he hes vincult. 


Euin fa of this Emprice Tale, 
Tauld for tu tempt the Empredur 
Trowand perfptelte to preuatll 
And of this Childe to be bictour 
Tellis on hir Cale for his plefour 
Ot quhilk the Empreour Was content 
As ze fall heir gude Auditour 
Chatrfotr to purpois lat vs went. 


The 
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@The firſt Tale of the Emprice is of the gude tre 
that grew in the Burges Gardine, and for the Imp 
that grew befyde it he gart cut the greit tre. 


905 Romes Coun remanit ane viche Burges 
Quhilt had at welth all mirth and merines 
With fair biggings, qubilk was baith bꝛaid & 
THith gay gardings, vat was pleſand to fe (hie 
Ok alkin flouris he had thairin ane part 
That was to get about in euerie art. 
To tell thair names J neid not now tak tome 
Few was ſiclyke, fa pleſand in all Rome. 
In this Gardine thaiv grew ane Mobill trie 
Quhilk euerie zeir bꝛocht kurth krute gude pletic 
Sine by all this the frute that on it grew 
Tas fa done ſweit, and of fa greit vertew. 
Quhat man that had ony fair Maladie, 
As is Liper, Erces 02 Popplecie. 
Sa fone as he of this frute gat ane taiſt, 
Ok all ſeiknes he wald be haill in haiſt. 
And fa it chancit vpon ane haly day, 
This Burges went in his Garding to ſay 
His Oziſouns, and behalding this trie 
Ane gay zoung Imp behynd it quyetlie 
Me ſam growand, quhilk was proper and fair. 
Incontinent he callit the Gairdnair. 
He faid gude kreind fe ze be wonder fure, 
And of this Imp daylie that ze tak cure, 
Foz J beleue to haue ane better tre 
Ok that zoung plant, and better be fic thee 
INoz is the auld, quhilk FJ can not auance 
Chat pith Inlaikis, fap, fapour and ſubſtance. 
Howbeit this tre be far nur it abone, 
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Che Gairdnar faid, Maiſter it fall be done. 

Ilithin this few dapis to ſchaw the for certane 

To fe this plant the Burges come agane, 

Quhilk as he thocht, was not halk fa pleſand 

As it was quhen, the firſt day he it kand. 

To the Gairdnar he laid how can this be 

My tender plant, appeiris not to me 

Halk fa pleſand, as it was the laſt day. 

Me faid Maiſter, nom tak tent quhat J fap 

Ma wonder is, this auld tre is fav mair 

And kra the zoung takis all ſubſtance and air. 

Be the reſſoun the branches ar fo braid, 

Sa the zoung plant is fa vnliklie maid. 

Foz gif this plant gat the ſubſtance and air 

Chat this tre gettis, belyue it wald grow mai, 

Monz is the auld, for eild almaiſt is deid. 

The Burges faid thaivol J wait remeid, 

Cut doun the bewis and bꝛanches of the auld. 

Quod he Maiſter, J fall do as ze haue tauld. 

And fa he did, ſyne efter in ſchort fpace 

To ſe the plant, agane come the Burges, 

And ſaw richt weill, that the fame tender plant 

Sum neidkull thing it did Inlaik and want. 

To the Gairdnar he faid how chancis this 

My tender plant it dois mistheiue J wis. 

Schaw me the caus thaivoef without leſing, 

He faid Maiſter, J ſuppois of ane thing, 

That is the hicht of this greit growand tre 

Haldis away the Sone as thinkis me. 

Quhilt geuis like, and nuriſching but dout 

To alkin thing that euer grew thaivout, 

And als the rane it may not cum it neir 

Quhilk nuriſchis alfo lum time of zeir. — 
hir 
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Chir twa wanting, thair is na tre can thziue 
The Burges faid, that fall we mend beliue. 
Cut the auld clene, and quite doun be the rute, 
Foz J ſuppone we fall get better krute, 

Ok this zoung tre, noꝛ ok the auld was had. 
Che Gairdnar did as his Maiſter him bad, 
Cuttit the auld, and leit the zoung ſtand ſtill, 
Sa he obepit his Maiſters minde and will. 
Ekter ſchoꝛt time as this was done and wꝛocht, 
Baith auld and zoũg periſcht and come to nocht 
Quhairok greit harme and dule come to the pure 
Joꝛ quha was ſeik, of thair helth thay war ſure 
Dauand recours vnto that Mobill trie 

Quhilt to cut doun, it was ane greit pietie. 
And quhen the pure perſauit it was cut doun, 
Chap curſt waryit, with mony maleſoun, 

That onp way thairto gaue thair countell, 

M2 helpit thairto, thay quite condampnit to hell 
For quhy the pure of all Infirmiteis 

Mar ay weill cuvit of all thair Maladeis. 
Quod ſcho my Loꝛd now haue ze vnderſtand 
Quhat J haue faid, quod he that J warrand. 
Quod ſcho the Mairch heirok J fall declair 

The quhiltz pevtenis to sour vnlonſie Air. 


¶ The declaratioun of this Tale tauld be 
the Emprice. 

HIS auld tre is sour awin Mobill perſoun. 
That with counfall of sour Loꝛdis of renoũ 
Che pure and feik dois ay help and ſupplie 
Be sour Juſtice and greit Mobilitie. 

This zoung plant is, sour awin vnthziktie Air, 
Zow to diſtroy, he cattis oi euer mair 
8 . lily. 
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Be his cunning growand vp gre be gre, 

As did the Imp behind the mekle tre. 

And foz to caus to cut the Bꝛanches doun 
Quhilkis av sour Loꝛzdis nixt sour awin perſoũ 
That he may ring and fit into sour chpee, 
This is his mynd that he dois waif deſyꝛe, 
Ok this mater than quhat fall efter fall 


All the folk fall murne, weip, ſchout and als call 


And warp thame that cuttit doun the tre, 
Quhair that thay wont to get help and ſupplie 
D2 gaue coufall this zoung Imp foe to nuriſche 
Bot it diſtroy, oz it bure frute oz fluriſche. 

My counfall is thaivfoir the Imp cut doun, 
Sen zit sour ſelk ringis in zour hie Renoun, 
And fuffer not the soung Imp koꝛ to grow, 
Foz be fall do daylie that euer he dow 

Tow to diſtroy, and sour body put doun, 

And purches not the Maledictioun 

Ok the pure folk, quhome to ze war ſaikgaird, 
Thairkoir in haiſt tak sour fone kurth of waird 
And but delay, on Gallous gar him hing. 

Te doing this, ze do lyke ane wyſe King. 

The Empeour faid, Madame now be the rude 
Tour counfall is, baith hailſum, wife and gude 
The mozne he fall go to the deid maiſt vylde, 
Wowbeit he be my onlie gottin Chylde. 

The moꝛne become, he callit his Lozdis all 
Togidder paſt vnto the Juftice hall. 

The Empzeour him ſelk fat in Judgement. 

Mn pannall put his Sone Incontinent. 

And fa at ſchozt he was condampnit to deid, 
To be hangit, on Gallous but remeid. 

TUith moꝛtall found than paſſand him bekozne 


Ok 


rn 
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Ok trumpet, ſchawme, ¢ als of blawing Hone, 
As the vle was quhen ony man fuld die, 

Suld be conuopit with ſiclyke menſtralie. 

And as he pal doun throw the greit Cietie, 
The pepill murnit, ſapand it was pietie, 

The onlie Sone of the Empꝛeour to hang 
Mony murnit, monp thair hands wang. 

In meane fefoun as he paſt doun the ſtreit, 
is fir Maiſter Pantillas culd him meit. 
Che Maiſter faw he was to Gallous led, 
With ſpeid of Spurris, to the Palice him ſped. 
To quhome the Childe fa fone as he him ſaw, 


Doun with his heid than he Inclynit law. 


As he wald faid, Maiſter gif ze be kinde, 
Mow in my neid, J pray haue of me minde, 
For J am now, without ze get mercie 
Condampnit heir, on Gallous for to die. 

Se may weill wit than he na tary maid, 

Bot in all haiſt unto the Palice raid, 

Zit not the les unto the Miniſteris, 

Pꝛoueſtis, Sergands, Jewillours and Officers 
Me maid requeiſt, that thay ſuld haiſt nathing, 
Foz he beleuit to get grace fra the King. 

To faue his lyfe, he fall not die this day, 
Than war thay glaid, to sou the ſuith J fap. 
All in ane voce the pepill bad him haiſt, 

Sa without baid he raid as he war chaiſt. 

At the Palice he lichtit of his hoꝛs, 

Quha fuld him dicht, he tuke bot lytill force. 
Ok the Empꝛeour belpue he gat pꝛelence, 

To quhome he gaue on kneis greit reuerence, 
As him effeivit, to quhome the Empꝛeour faid 
Mar not J will sour reuerence not degraid, 
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Te and the reſt richt ſair ſuld puneiſt be, 

Foz zour rewaird, ze ſerue na mair of me. 

Me ſaid my Lod and pleis sour Mobill grace 

CHa J haue ſpent richt Ill my ſeuin zeiris ſpace 

Taking laubouris on zour ſone day and nicht, 

In gude doctrine him teichand as J micht. 

Lit our laubouris at all we nocht regaird, 

Bot beleuit weill to get better rewaird. 

The empꝛeour faid, thow leis Doctour but dout 

Firſt vnto the, ſine to the reſt about, 

My onlie Sone weill ſpeikand haill and feir 

J delpuerit, now ze haue bꝛocht him heir 

THith na maners, bot doytit, daft and dum, 

And mair attour to ſchaw the all and ſum 

Thocht he be dum, fic thing mon cum on chance 

Be Goddis will oꝛ his gude Oꝛdinante. 

Bot by all this, he purpoſit quhilk was woꝛs 

My awin Lady, on maiſtres to defors, 

And all hir face with hir riche Pꝛnament, 

In greit malice he hes all reuin and rent. 

Thairkoir this day he fall not faill to die, 

And ekter him thow and thy companie. 

The Maiſter faid, with woꝛdis mylde and meik 

As for zour Sone ze fay that can not ſpeik. 

The Loꝛd of all that mater weill he knawis, 

As ze fall knaw he is not dum but caus. 

Jtraiſt in God the ſuith sow foe to fap, 

Ane thoufand him fall heir ſpeik on ane day. 

As foꝛ sour wyke, wp Lod quhair ze allege 

Quhair that he wald, haue done to hir outrage 

On treuth my Loꝛd J fall ſcham zom but weir 

In companie with vs this mony zeir, 

As is weill kend, continuallie hes bene 81 
it 
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Sic thing of him was neuer hard nor ſene. 
Thairkoir gude Lod fo2 sour greit reuerente 
To fic voyde ſawis gif not ouir fone credence, 
Foz giue se caus zour onlie Sone to die 

Foz the fals woꝛdis of sour wyſis vanitie. 

On chance it fall fav woes to happin zow, 

Moz to ane Knicht, quhairok J fall tell now, 
That kfoꝛ the woadis of his vane wantoun wife, 
@art him beveif his gay Gꝛewhound the life, 
Quhilk ſauit his fone fra Mauchter ok the ferpet. 
Than faid the King tell me furth that Legent. 
Pantillas ſaid than to his Souerane 

Gik J fa did, than war my Tale in vane, 

Foz oz my Tale war all compleit but dout, 

Ok zour ane Sone the like may be put out. 
And than my Cale foz nathing it war tald, 
Bot git sour grate ot sour greit mercie wald 
Reteiv zour Sone fra the Gallous agane, 
Than J wald think my Cale war not in vance, 
Thairkoir git that sour Gace plefis to heir, 
e caus sour Sone quhill the more reteir. 
That being done, than on the moꝛne ze may 
Do sour Intent quhen it is faiv licht day. 
The Empꝛeour than ſchoꝛtlie to conclude, 
With heute minde this talk weill vnderſtude, 
And caufit the Childe foe to be callit agane 
Unto the mozne in pꝛeſoun to remane. 

Than this Doctour richt plefandlie began 

To tell his Cale but aw of ony man. 


qMORALITAS. 


CAN not sap, bot nay, of this Burges 
1 Por till affap, alwap, for gredynes 
To cut his tre, wald be, of fic riches, 
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J {ap for me, that he preuit kulilchnes 
And alg was not witles, hatth tre und frute he wantit 
The gucdner not fatkles, to cut fa fone that grantit. 


It was eutll done, fa fone, to cut it doun 
Thocht it abone, contone, wald wot weill foun 
With the zoung tre, to be, at diuiſioun 
Jap for me, furelte, was na reffoun 
SD bard lit a leſſoun, better to haue in hand 
A bird in pollellioun, nor tha in wod fleand. 


Ane Bog J reid, in deid, ane Collap ſtaw 
Palſand throw Tweid, with ſpeid, the lchadaw ſaw 
That it was matr, larger, the fleſche leit fato 
Ot it was clatr, euin thatr, of fleſche and aw 
Thay ple in hous and haw, quhat euer denner coilt 
Aut beik not fra sow draw, quhill that ze get zour roilt. 


Git this Burges, lit caſe, bad weill foirlene 
Sic gredynes, dautles, than had not bene 
That nobill tre, fa fre, fa freſche and grene 
Sa fone to he, {chortlie, oun cuttit clene 
Greit couatice J mene, of this twas all the caus. 
As hes bene rev and kene, into auly doctouris ſawis. 
qCupiditas eft radix omnium malorum. Timot. vj. 


@Ane reproche or reprufe to the Emprice. 


Noa. thow thy tale hes tauld, with thy fals fyrie lippis 
Bot not gottin thow wald, licht fkirt for all thy ſkippis 
Had I the in my grippis, on the I fuld be wrokin 

The heit into thy hippis, the falt fey will not flokin. 

Thow art ane baird full brokin, ane hiddeous helles hyrd, 
Better thow had not ſpokin, condampnit Deuillis byrd. 


@ The Tale of Pantillas the firft Doctour. 


NTO ane Realme thair wynnit ane vailseat 
Ok nobill kame, ok greit riches ¢ micht (knicht 
That had ane fone, my Lozd now as ze haue 
To thee Murefis to koſter he him gaue, 
The fit Nureis to giue him fuck and * 
e 
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The nixt him weſche, c keip him clene at neid. 
The thzid to being him vnto lleip and reſt, 
The Mobill Knicht for his barne thocht it beſt. 
This Knicht alfo he had ane gay Grewhound 
That nane mair ſwyft, did rin upon the groũd 
Alſo he had ane Falcon fair of flicht, 

Richt ſwykt ol wing quhen ſcho likit to licht. 
Chit twa the Knicht luſit abone meaſure, 
Becaus oft times thay did him greit pleaſure. 
This Grewhound was fa ſwikt and of fic ſpeid 
Quhen he was loufit, his pꝛay he gart ay bleid 
And the fame pray brocht to his Lod anone, 
This was ane caus he lufit him allone. 

Alſo quhen that this Knicht paſt to battell, 
Git that his chance that time wald not pꝛeuaill 
Into his mouth his hoes taill wald he tak, 
About his luggis, oft times he wald it ſchaik. 
Syne zoull and cry, as he wald quyte rin wode 
Sa be that Signe, the Knicht weill vnderſtude 
Git at that time he wald kurder or no, 

And fa okt times leit him to battell go. 

His halk alfo was fa feirce in hir flicht, 

Sa ſwykt of wing, and als fa wonder wicht 
That ſcho was neuer caſt of till aſſay, 

Bot without fault ſcho bꝛukit ay hir pꝛay. 
Thir war caufis this Wound and alk he luſit, 
Becaus to myꝛth thay raſit him oft and mufit, 
Alſo this Knicht keſt all his haill Intent 

In hoꝛs rinning, Juſting and Toznament. 

Sa on ane day he caufit to pꝛoclame 

At his Caſtell, to fet foꝛdwart his Mame 
Quha wald cum thair to Toꝛnay or Juſting, 
Bzeiking ok fpeivis, and als of hoes rynning, 
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At the fet day, to be matchit ſuld not faill, 
Chis was the cry, and fa to fehort mp Caill, 
The Knicht him fel€ fick enterit in the feild 

To the tognay, with harnes hoꝛs and ſcheild. 
Sine efter him paſt his kair Lady gent 

With hir Ladyis, to fe the Tornament. 

Sine efter that, paſt all the Mureſis thee 

The Toznament for to behald and fe, 

Lokking the dures, leuing the barne alone, 
Traiſting Iſchie noz entrie ſuld be none: 
Quhill the Toznap, and Juſting fuld be done 
Than in all haiſt, thay ſuld returne richt fone, 
Beleuand weill the barne not to awalk, 

Mane being thair, bot the Wound and the balk, 
And the zoung Chylde, that in the Creddill lay 
Extept thir thee, the reſt all pat away, 
That na man knew, lay lurking in the haw 
Ane greit Serpent, befoir na man did knaw. 
Quhen ſcho perſauit the hous fa deſolait, 

And nane thaivin that durſt with hir debait. 
Out of hir Hole fone ſcho put furth hir Heid 

At this Inkant hauand ane cruell keid. 

Quha lay fleiping in the Creddill alone, 

Him to deuoir, at ſehozt fa is ſcho gone. 

The Falcon this behalding quhair ſcho fat, 
Upon hir Perk, to do ſcho wiſt not quhat, 

Bot with hir wingis, ſcho rullillit ¢ rang hir bel 
Almaiſt ſcho had al ſchakin vame in ſchellis (lis 
Sa with the nopis ¢ beir quhilk maid the alk 
This gua hound vais, and of his fleip did walk 
And quhen he ſaw that the Serpent did creip 
Towart the Creddill, quhair that the barne did 


THith ane fell kaird on the Serpent he ran (an 
nd 
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And fa at ſchoꝛt thir twa to fecht began, 

Sa cruellie, that it was greit meruaill 
Quhiltk ok the twa at that time fuld pꝛeuaill. 
Ane to deuoir, the vther to defend 

Chir twa at lenth togidder did contend, 

Sa lang at tenth thir twa togidder faucht, 
Amaiſt the hoũd al quyte had loiſt his maucht, 
Sa cruellie he was woundit in blude, 

That all about quhair that the Creddill tude, 
Mas blude berun, that meruell was to fe, 
Betuix fic twa fa bauld bargane to be. 

The Grewhound than perſauing his awin blude 
Into his hart wor ſa cruell and wode, 

With ane fell kaird vpon the Serpent ran. 

Sa thame betuix ane new bargane began. 
With fic malice, melancolie and Fre, 

Quhil ane was deid, vat nane of vame wald tire 
Moz leit the feild, qubill it chancit at the laſt. 
Betuix thame twa, the Creddill ouir thay caſt. 
ith boddum vp, and on the Toꝛis it ſtude, 
Quhair it was all about berun with blude. 
Sa it become, and fell be Goddis grace 

That the four Toꝛis ſauit the Childis face. 
And fleipit ſtill with viſage toward the ground 
Chit twa kechtand, the Serpent and the hound 
Qubill at the laſt the hound into cevtane, 

This fell Serpent he hes ouircum and flane. 
And fauit the Childe fra perrell in that tide, 
Quben all was done, doun be the Creddill fide, 
Licking his woundis lay doun this nobil hoũd 
Foꝛ kechting fair, and fa on fleip fell found. 
Beſyde this Bab, qubilk in the Creddill lay, 
Mane in the hous, bot onlie thir fame tway. 
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The Bab fleiping, and wit na kind of Ill, 

Che hound werie, and kochin kurth his fill, 

The Serpent lane, as J faid sow hefoir, 

Che Babie faif, and the Hound woundit ſoir. 

And fo anone efter this toꝛnament 

Ilk man woman vnto thair ludgeing went. 

To tell that day quha wan the Interpꝛyſe, 

That erand now to my mater not lyis. 

Thairkoir as now that thing J wil lat be, 

And lat vs ſpeik of the Nureſis thre. 

Quha fir come hame and enterit in the baw, 

Sa ſone as thay the blude and creddill ſaw. 

TUringing thair handis and rpfing doun thair 

Crying allace wo on vs euer mair. (hair 

Our onlie Childe our Bab and koſterbarne 

Is quyte deuoirit, with ane Dog and koꝛkarne. 

Allace foꝛ wo, allace quhat fall we do, 

Te ken na place foz ſuccour to rin to. 

Giue our Maiſter perchance vs appꝛehend, 

Chait is nane may fra his handis vs defend, 

Bot alway fall on vs cum ſuddand deid, 

Tie knaw na way quhair we may find remeid, 

Sen fa is cum lat vs in haiſt all thee 

To faue our life, but baid away to fle. 

Euin fap thay did, and left the hous alone, 

But mair counfall all thee away is gone. 

And had na wit noꝛ wildome in thair heid 

To fe quhidder the barne was quick oz deid, 

Moz litt the Creddill, and to perfaue the cace, 

Bot van away all thee crying allace, 

And as thay war fa paſſand furth the ſtreit, 

Chait awin Maiſtres thay chancit for to meit 

With hir Ladyis cumming fra the 9 ‘ 
cho 


ee es Ll OC 8k] : 


„ 


S EAG ES. 57 


Scho perſauing hir Nureſis in the way, 
Richt fair murning, and ryling doun thair hair 
All wo begane, repleit of ſturt and cair. 
Sone ſcho Inquirit at vame how ſtude the cace 
Thay anſwerit hir a thouſand times allace. 
Quhat fall we fap for woꝛdis to multiplie 
Chair is na bute all man the cafe may fe. 
Ane Deuill Madame into ane Doggis tkin 
es flane sour Sone, alone sour hall within. 
To the quhilk Dog my Loꝛd gaue maiſt delite, 
Bot now he hes of sour Sone maid sow quite. 
In takin zit quhair that the Creddill ſtude, 
The Dog ſleipis ſtill new bathit in his blude. 
ibe was the Dog that my Loꝛd luſit beſt, 
ibe was na Dog, bot with ane Deuill poſſeſt, 
Thairfoir Lady, foꝛ vs is na remeid, 
Bot outher ſle, oꝛ ells to bide the deid. 
Chairfoir Madame of vs ze haue mercie, 
This is the caus that cauſis vs to lle. 
This ſcho heiring, anone fell to the ground, 
Without mair ſpate into ane deidlie found, 
And zit at lat Ladyis gart hir awalk, 
Held vp hir Heid, quhill ſcho began to talk, 
And faid allace, my deir Sone art thow flane. 
Sall thow neuer play on my kne agane! 
Sall J neuer with my Pap fe the play? 
Allace how fone art thow fa went away. 
Sall J neuer the lauchand on me fe? 
Allace how is the dolour chancit me⸗ 
Quhatrin J had mp onlie maiſt pleſour, 
Saifand my Lod, baith be tide time and hour 
Is now but dout, with ane Dog clene deuoꝛit, 
And neuer agane to the like be * 

J. 
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Quhat fall J fay, this is ane cairkull cace. 

My onlie Sone is deid and gane allare, 

Sa ſcho murning in greit dolour and wo, 

The pepill about, that ſeing did richt fo. 
Murnit richt fair, and ok hir had pietie, 

In fic dolour, that Lady foe to fe, 

In the meane time the Knicht fra his Conay, 
Reteivit hame, and fa faw be the way 

Dis awin Lady, lamenting in dolour, 
Requivit the caus of all hir diſpleſour. 

Scho favis my Lord, allace and euer mair 

J can not ſpeik for greit dolour and cair, 

Is happinnit vs ane wonder cruell care, 

Our Sone is lane, foz euez mair allace 

With sour Gꝛewhoũd, quhome yt fa weil ze lulit 
Mow all that luke on zour Sone he hes peufit, 
Pe hes him flane, in Creddill quhair he lay, 
Sour Mureſis all thee ar fled away. 

And zit the place quhair that the Creddill ſtude 
Zour Hound (pis fleiping in zour Sonnis blude 
Chis sour Gꝛewhound withouttin helpis ma 
Our onlie Childe all quite hes tane vs fra. 
Quhairkoir my ſelk vnto the hour J die 

Sall neuer eit, quhill J reuengit be 

Upon sour hound, qubilk hes my ane fone flane 
Moz in sour bed fall neuer come agane, 

Quhill he be deid that gart my ane Sone die, 
Bot wo allace, this is na mendis to me. 
PHowbeit it be ane ſyithment to my hart, 

Zit my greit wo it flokins in ſum part. 
Thairkoir my Lord, gik ze think it be done, 
THithout delay, gar fla zour Gꝛewhound fone. 


The nicht heiring thir ſozrowkull tidance “5 
ow 
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How to this Sone had fallin fic miſchance. 
Damewart in haiſt but baid he maid him boun 
And in the clois quhen he was lichtit doun 
Che Gzewhound hard Hoefinen into the clois, 
Amang the laif he knew his Maiſteris voce, 
And vp he vais in the blude quhair he lay 
To his Maiſter the hie gait come his way, 
Faynt and foirforht, come kawnand to his keit 
As he had wont, his Maiſter for to meit. 
Into greit Ire, qubat is thair mair to fay, 
Tith his ſcharp ſwoꝛd he claif his heid in tway 
And that onlie for ane woꝛd of his wife 
Gat his rewaird, that fauit his Sonnis like. 
Than paſt the knicht but baid onto the haw, 
Perſauit the blude, and als the Creddill ſaw. 
ibe liktit vp the Creddill as it ſtude, 
Fand the barne haill, and als mekill ſpilt blude 
Perſauand fine of the Serpent the Heid, 
The kin and taill, that had forbin to deid. 
And kand his Sone withouttin wan or wound 
Allace he ſaid for my gude gay grew hound, 
That J haue flane withouttin onp caus, 
Bot onlie foz the voide vane woꝛdis and fawis 
Ok ane woman, that hes talkit in vane 
Quhairthzow J haue, but caus my Gꝛewhoũd 
Quhilk J perſaue hes ſauit my fonnis life (lane 
Fra the Serpent, thꝛow his debait and ſtrike. 
To to the hour that now J dew my ſwoꝛd, 
o to the hour that hard my wiſis woꝛd. 
To to the hand that ſuddand ſtraik that gaue, 
To mp beſt hound, that my fonnis life did ſaue 
Quhiltk J tude beſt, without onp compair, 
Saifing my wife, my onlie Mm 2s Air. 
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Quhilk at this time hes ſauit fra the deid, 

And for rewaird, now he hes loiſt his heid. 

But dout J wald haue geuin a thoufand pound 

Ok gude money, oꝛ J had ſlane my hound. 

Bot fen fa is J fe is na remeid, 

My Sone is faif, and my gude hound is deid, 

That faucht for him, and onlie ſauit his lite, 

And J him flew thꝛow ane woꝛd of my wife, 

Bot fra thine furth heir J folempne ane vow, 

That Ilk man fall gif credence to and trow, 

Peir J koꝛſaik all Toꝛnay and Juſting, 

Heir J kozſaik all balking and bunting, 

Heir J foefaik rynning with ſcheild and ſpeir, 

Heir J kozſaik all faitis of men of weir, 

In Criſtindome, bot zit not manlynes, 

Meir J kozſaik all armour and harnes. 

Sov J will pas now to the Halie land, 

And fecht with Jowis, quhill J may ſtrike oz 

Contrair Gods fais, ¢ thairto end my life (ſtand 

This vowit vis Knicht for ane woꝛd of his wife 

That vnto hir gaue fic haiſtie credente, 

THithouttin caus or zit Experiente. 

Thairtoir my Load sour gude Grace J require. 

Gik not fa fone credence to the defive 

Ok sour Emprice, thocht ſcho be diligent, 

Aganis sour Sone greit leſingis to Inuent. 

Foꝛ ze may weill be this fame Tale perſaue 

Quhat the Knicht gat that fa fone credence gaue 

Unto his wife, and to hir woꝛdis vane, 

That ſauit his Sone vt fame Hound hes he flane 

Thairkoir gude Schir, ¢ pleis sour nobill grace 

J wald ze gaue na credence in this cace 

Unto zour Quene, to put zour Sone to say 
or 
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Foz ze will rew quhen thatr is na remeid. 

As did this Knicht, his Mobill hound that flew 
Bemeid bypaſt, than he began to rew. 

My Lord he ſaid, haue ve betane this Caiill, 
The Empꝛeour faid, that J haue done but faill 
Foz that gude Taill that ze haue tauld to me, 
As for this day, my Sone he fall not die. 

The Doctour laid gif that ze do fic thing 

Ze do wiſelie, and like ane Mobill King. 
Thankand sour Gace, that onlie kor my ſaik 
Tour Sonnis deid, onlie ze haue done flaik. 
And fa tuke leit at the gude Empꝛeour 

To his marrowis paſt hame with all pleſour. 


qMORALITAS, 


HIS Tale vs tellis, quba litt thairto tak tent 
That Nurefis fuld not he negligent 
Cn keip thair Bubis quhn can not keip thair fell 
Fra kyre, watter, und all ficlpke perrell. 
That map bappin tu ony Innocent. 


For in to treuth my (elk this mater law. 
In Edinburgh toun welt buverneth the waw 
Thairkoir mair {ure the mater ze fall traw, 
That ane Infant was ſwellyit with ane ſow, 
Che guttis rait kurth, hatth lung leuer and gaw. 


The Mother left the zuung ane on the flure 
Im blankets fit, quhtlk harne hir awin {elf hure, 
ie, hir way furth, and or ſcho come agane 

e gredie ſow had this zoung Babie lane. 
This my ſelk ſaw, J may fay it mair ſure. 


Thocht J not fae this vther J hard tell 
Wow ane woman kurth bot to the well. 
And left hir Bah, in the Crevvell (leipand 
Or (cho returnit, the Hous was all byr nand. 
And the zoung Bah, deuorit with kyre fa fell, 
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Mony mifcheffis und alfo greit offence 
Wes oft occurrit he Purefs negligence, 
Chat thaty VBabeis letfis in the hous alane 
Guhilk is the caus of mony barnis bane, 
As is oft fene be gude Experiente. 


Thairfoir Mothers and Kurelis J protelt 
Guhen that ze put sour zuung Vabeis to reft 
Leik not the hous alune all dc lolait 
Guhat may bechante oft times richt {mall ze wait 
To eſhew danger do ze the liklyelt. 


Als in this Tale J fynd ane bther thing, 
Bow the Serpent lay in the hofll lurking 
Wattand quhill that the hous was at quyet 
Mony ſeruandis now preuelte plapis the Pyet 
Muche taking out, and {mall gude will inbring. 


Chir to Serpentis richt weill J may compair 
Ira thair Mlaiſteris ay takund lait and air 
As Beit, Bacon, malt, meill bnith clatth and coilis, 
Taukand ap out, and hydand into hails, 
Thir ar Serpents J fap to zow but mair. 


As to this Knicht, qubilk bis gude hound hes (lane 
That ſauit his Sone fra all perrell and pane 
Ze may perſaue be gude Erperfence 
It is not gude to git hailtie credente 
To wyſis wordis, that ar haith fals and bane, 


Unto the tyme thay had perfytelie ſene 
Wow the haill caus and mater tt had bene. 
Quhen thay had knawin the btter beritie 
Than had bene tyme the Bog to haue gart die, 
Allo the Nureis na way J can mak clene. 


Sine throw the word of ane bane wickit topfe, 
Gubtlk oft is caus of mekill {turt and ſtryte, 
Cauſit him tu Yo the thing be did lair rew 
Becaus the treuth that tyme clene he milknew, 
And gart him reff fra his gude hound the lyfe. 


Gubilk Inftantlte forfutk rynning of {peir, 
All merynes, and honelt faitis of weir, 
All vail⸗ 
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All vailzeant acts ot Juſting and Tornay 
Bunting, Walking, and all {te game und play 
Wis awin Realme als, for euer matr korbeir. 


Ze Mlaurpit men tak heir Experience, 
And ficlyke als perkyte Intelligence 
Fra hatitic wordis of sour wykis to eſchow 
For thay will fayand gar jow traf ttlie truw 
Qubilk is not worth ane ſehelkull of credence. 


O ͤwickit wicht, thow dois all that thow can 
Mith fals Ingyne, euer to tempt the man 
Guhen matlt he makis him felf for to diſtroy 
Than art thow blyth, than makis tho mirth and top 
Ma worth thy wit, thy hanis he may fair ban. 


Marpit woman that ay caftis thy Ingyne 
Thy awin muarrow euer to put to ꝓyne. 
Sa tho obtene thy foull tuft and plefour 
Not regarding nu way thy awin honour, 
GAuhilk thaw not cairis for ane auly trump to tyne. 


Curtt creature, and alſo fhameles ſeid 
Ane honeſt turne J can not of the reid, 
Excepting ane that bure the blyſkull byrth 
Guhilk with his blude brocht bs all to greit myrth, 
To pray to him doutles thow had greit net. 


the perrell of the firſt day be his Tale tel- 
ling to the Empreour. 


Quhilk in greit Realmes and Kinrikis hes bene roung, 
And now at lait to this gude Empreour 

Quhilk {weit fentence thow hes baith faid and ſoung 

And fra all dout and danger doun hes doung 

The Empreouris greit and ringand feirce furour 

Quhairthrow thow hes procurit ſum fuccour 

Vnto the Chylde, on gallous fuld bene houng 

Had not thow bene, God thank the gude doctour. 


E. iilj. 
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64 (THE SEVIN 
¶ The ſecund Tale of the Emprice. 
O the Empꝛice word pat Incontinent, 
That the Kingis ſone had not tholit Juge⸗ 
Mube ſcho that hard but tary ſcho fell dot (ment 
Foz ſturt and nop, into ane deidlie foun, 
Quhairof woꝛd come vnto the Empꝛeour, 
That his Lady had tane fic diſpleſour. 
And fa anone kaſt bidder he him ſped, 
Fund hir richt faiv murning into hir bed. 
Sa he Inqutirit, at hir qubat was the caus 
Scho faid mp Loew, thair is anew that knawis 
Quhat eirdlie ſchame, diſpite and diſpleſour 
Done be zour Sone, and to my difbonour, 
Quhairok J can be na way get remeid, 
And ze pꝛomeiſt this day he ſuld be deid, 
Bot wo allace J dout richt wounder fair, 
It fall sow chance as did ane Hird and Bair, 
The Empeour ſaid Madame J sou Inquire 
Chat Cale to tell, for it is my deſire. 
To heir it tauld be som the ſuith J fay, 
Quod ſcho my Loꝛd J tauld ane z iſterday. 
Ok it kollowit richt fall effect og nane 
Quhairto fuld Jane vther tell agane. 
Howbeit thairto that se gif greit credence, 
To fet it furth ze mak richt ſmall defence, 
Tit not the les this time J will tell 
How with ane Bair and Scheiphird it bekell. 
PON a time thair was ane Empꝛeour 
Ok greit wildome, greit puiſſance ¢ Honour 
Ane fair Fozeſt he had plefand to fe 
Baith gay and trim, with mony ſemelie tre. 
Quhairin thair was rinning ane grit wild bair 
Baith day and nicht he maid thaivin repair. : 
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All kind ok folk that this Bair micht ouirta. 
THithout mercie he did deuoir and fla. 

Sa that nane durſt out thꝛow the Foꝛeſt pas, 
Foꝛ daut of deid, the way fa perrellous was. 
Quhairof the King was heuie in his minde, 
That his pepill was flane on ſiclike kinde. 
THith ane dum beiſt deuozit to the deid, 

And be na way thairok culd get remeid. 

In his Impyꝛe, ane cry he gart pꝛoclame, 

On his behalk, Authoritie and Mame. 

Quha wald debait oz bauldlie tak on hand 
THith that bꝛym bair in battell foꝛz to ſtand, 
And him vincus be ſtrenth of ſtalwart ſtraik, 
His ane douchter he ſuld haue to his maik, 
Ekter his deid, his Realme as he war Air, 
This he ſuld haue, quha euer ſlew the Bair. 
This was pꝛoclamit thꝛow his Kinrik and lãd 
Bot nane was found, the deid wald tak on Had 
Except ane ird, that in him fel€ tuke Heid 
Micht J this Bair (quod he) being to the deid. 
Not onlie J, bot all my kyn alſo 

Suld thꝛow that deid bzuik euer warldlie Jo. 
And euer mair in eſtimatioun be. 

Sa J had hap to gar that dum beiſt die. 
Quhilk J fall do, oz ells to lois my life, 

Se J that Bair, we falbe at the ſtrite. 

And fa he tuke his Scheiphirdis taf in hand. 
Patt to the wod, quhair he the Bair fone fand. 
Ze may perſaue how fone the Bair him ſaw, 
THithout delay toward the bird did daw, 
Tith fic ane kaird, and als ane felloun feir, 
Che fillie Hird durſt neuer cum him neir 

To faue his life, to fe gif he had Hap, 
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Bot mair debait vp in ane tre he lap. 
Intontinent quhen that the Bair fa ſaw 
The tre to bite began and als to gnaw, 
Sa that the hird was faiv keirit in ane part 
That the tre crop he ſuld gar turne dounwart, 
Bot zit the hird bethocht him on ane wile, 
How that he fuld this beim bauld bair begile, 
It chances fa, this tre was laidin kow 5 
Ok Mobill frute, quhilk ay the hird did pow 
Quhilk he keſt doun ay to the Bair to eit, 
Quhairok the Bair was blyith that he gat meit 
And fillit him fo, that he lift weill to fleip, 
The hird that ſaw, and doun the tre did creip. 
Be that ane arme he hang into the tre, 
Thith that vther the Bair richt quyetlie 
Upon the wombe richt foftlie can he claw, 
The Bair lleiping perſauit weill he ſaw. 
At the tre rute, the Bair quhair that he lay 
Tith his Bꝛaig knife his thꝛot cuttit in tway. 
Sine bꝛocht his heid vnto the Empꝛeour 
THith all blyithnes, triumph and greit Honour, 
Saving gude Schir, and pleis sour nobil grace 
Tour greit wyld bair J haue him killit thꝛow 
Mat douting bot, zour cry ze will fulfill, (care 
Te cauſit pꝛoclame with sour tounſall and will 
Quhat euer he was, that wald kill zour wilde 
ibe ſuld mary sour douchter and sour Air. (Bair 
Quhen all zour Court rekuſit the fame to da 
Aith ane ſtout hart J fet my mynd thairto. 
And now on cafe the fame man chancit am J 
And J deſire sour Grace kulfill sour try. 
The Empzecur faid, all that J cauſit pꝛoclame 
Compleit J not, it is to my defame, 

Quhat 
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Quhat tuld be mair, thair he gat till his wage 
The Empꝛeours douchter, ¢ Realme in heritage 
Quhen the Empꝛeour patt fra this moetall life, 
The haill Jmpive he bzutkit and his wife. 

And fa the bird on bak he clew the Bair, 
Quhairthꝛow he gat the Kingdome euer matic. 
Quod ſcho my Lod, haue ze not vnderſtand 
Quhat J haue faid, quod he J tak on hand. 
Quod ſcho my Lord zit than it war na fkaith, 
Thocht J som tald the Cale and fentence baith. 


@ The Declaratioun of this Tale. 


HIS michtie Bair betakinnis zour perſoun, 
Throw quhais greit micht, wit wiſdome and renoun, 
This haill Impyre ze gyde and als defendis 
And punifhes quhat perfoun that offendis. 
This Hyrd I may to zour Sone weill compair. 
That zow wald fla, as this Hird did the Bair. 
With his cunning dois claw zow on the wame, 
Quhill that ze fleip, and ſyne put zow to ſchame. 
Or ellis zow flay, outher be day or nicht, 
This zour Sone dois be his Science and flicht, 
That he may bruke baith zour Impyre and Croun 
He cairis nathing quhat cum to zour perfoun. 
Euin fa his Maifteris with thair fals fenzeit fawis 
Dois zow ay glois, as all the warld weill knawis 
Thairfoir my Lord as ze will haue weilfair, 
Remember weill on the Scheiphyrd and Bair, 
| Than faid the King, God forbid that fa be 
That chancit the Bair, that fic thing chance not me. 
Bot not the les, Madame for zour gude Taill, 
My Sone the morne falbe hangit but faill. 
My Lord (ſaid ſcho) gif ze compleit that thing 
Than fall ze do lyke ane wyfe Nobill King. 


qMORALITAS. 


VRAGE prouokis hardynes, 
{ ; Guhilk twa Ingenneris {trang manheld 
GQubilk ta avtontt with pres 
Mukis a man debait his plety, 
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Richt {a into this cace, this Scheiphyrd viv purches 
The kair Mavin als ſweit as meid, l 
OU ith all hir land and gold fa reid, God grantit him lit qrace. 


Auenture gude and haue ay gude, for debait makts veltante 
For euin with this {chetphird {tuve, outher to do or els to die 
We wus fa {tout and ſture, of his lyke tuk na cure, 

Thatrfotr wald thot eſtemit it be, set all on auenture, 

And for to purches honeltie. 


To dignitie wald thow the dres, and cunqueis the Honour 
Thow {uly wot {letp in Jdilnes, nor tak all thy plefour 

Set all on ſex and feutn, and perchance caft eleuin 

With prayer fa and gude laubour, a man may tconqueis heuin 
Benuding the of all rankaur. 


¶ Ane reproche to the Emprice. 


1 crukit comparifouns of zour wylde Bair 
Will win zow na warifounis, to zow I declair 
Of hell thow art the fnair, Plutois playfule in plane 
In hell than hald the thair, and cum not heir agane 
Bot ftill their ay remane, to be houng be the hals 
Into perpetuall pane, becaus thow art fa fals. 


HE mozrow come, and but mair auiſement 
The Empzeour fet him ſelk in Judgement. 
Condampnit his Sone on Gallous foz to die, 
Without reſpect, that alkin man micht fe. 
De being led out thꝛow the ſtreit and toun 
Mith greit regrait, and fair lamentatioun. 
The nixt Maiſter come than the way vidand, 
And ſaw the Child to the Gallous gangand. 
Quhatrat he was baith fad and ſoꝛrowkow, 
Bot zit the Childe to his Maiſter did bow, 
Inclynit his Heid, as he wald faid him to, 
Maiſter mak ſpeid, ze ken quhat is ado. 
Che Maiſler than prickit fa in that four, 
Quhill he lichtit bekoir the Empꝛeour, 
Cith reuerence, as weill culd him effeir, : 
nd 


if 
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And at his Grace richt humblie culd be ſpeir. 

O my gude Lod quha geuis zow this countell 
CHithouttin caus sour awin fone daun to quell 
It is sour wife that ficlike garris zow do ? 
JPervchance ze fall vpon war Hap cum to, 

Cha chacit ane knicht vat thꝛow his wifis fals 
Mas put to ſchame, wiout querrel oꝛ caus (ſawis 
Than ſaid the King, gude maiſter J require zow 
Schaw me that Cale ¢ blyithlie J fal heir sow 
My Loꝛd he fapis, will ze gar call agane 

Tour onlie Sone, quha is to fuffer pane, 

J fall zow tell my Cale kurth to the end. 

And fa the King agane for him did fend. 

Put him in waird quhair that he was bekoꝛne, 
Quhill that the Tale was done and til pt moꝛne 
Sa the Maiſter the fecund Tale began f 
Bekoir the King, and mony Mobill man. 

As ze fall heir, thairkoir gik audience, 

But mair delay, and to zour reuerente. 


¶ The Tale of the ſecund Maifter. 

I ane Cietie thair was ane Ancient Knicht 

That had maryit ane Lady fair and bricht, 
As ze haue ane, my Loꝛd to sour pleſour 
And held hir vp in all eis and Honour, 
Lufit hir fa weill, abone all eirdly thing, 
Sic as ze do your Quene my Souerane King. 
ibe tude hir fa, he culd not eit noꝛ dꝛink 
But hir pꝛeſence, fa on hir ay did think. 
And als at euin quhen all folk to bed patt, 
The zettis and dures ficlike he lokkit kaſt, 
And all the kepis vnder his heid thay lay, 
Euerilk nicht qubhill mone that it was day. 
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And at ilk mone quhen he thocht time to vite, 

Oppinnit the dures him ſelk as was the gife. 

In that Cietie was ane cuſtome and Law, 

Crpit oppinlie, that Ilk perſoun micht knaw. 

At ane fet hour ane Bell was roung at nicht, 

That all micht heir, and vnderſtand kull richt, 

And thaivefter withouttin mair delay 

Che watche was fet to walk quhill it was day. 

Sine efter that, gif thay culd ony meit 

®Gangand allone, oꝛ walkand on the ſtreit. 

Sone thay war tane, and vnto pꝛeſoun led, 

Quhill on the mozne that all men rais kra bed, 

Chap war fat bound to ane ſtock oz ane tre, 

To thair greit ſchame, that all the toun micht ſe 

Sine ekter that, Induring thair liketime 

Chap war repute as giltie of ane crime, 

And haldin kurth fra all gude companie, 

This was the Law that time of this Cietie. 

Chis toirlaid Knicht quhatrok J ſpak ok air, 

Tas growin in age, ane auld man and ane hair 

bis rampand rage of south he had compleit, 

And had flokinnit of bedfolace the felt, 

Howhrit he ude his Lady weill aneuch. 

Tit as ze ken, mair graith pertenis the pleuch. 

And {eho perſauit of fic cratt he did faill 

Scho tuke in heid ane vther to aſſail, 

And fa ſcho did, ane man of tender age 

In luſtis bour foe to win vaſſalage, 

Quha had ane qupet Chalmer in the toun, 

Sa euerie nicht efter this Knicht lay doun, 

Under his heid the key ſcho ſtaill away, f 

To hir zoung luke ſcho went quhair that he lay 

And fa ſcho did, als okt as euer ſcho Tift, 8 a 
uke 
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Tuke furth the kepis that hir hulband not wit 
And quhen ſcho come fra hir tryſt and hir trane. 
Scho laid the keyis vnder his Heid agane. 
So it bekell vpon ane wynter nicht 

Ane walking come vpon this Elderin Knicht 
Me culd not fleip, zit walking as he lay, 

He turnit about, and miſt his wife away, 
Upon hir Mame he evpit okter noꝛ thzile, 

Scho anfwerit not, than he begouth to rife, 
Socht all the hous be na way culd hir find. 
And wiſt not weill gif ſeho was out oz in. 
Socht his bed heid quhair that the keyis lay, 
Quhat wald ze mair thay war all tane away. 
Paſt to the zettis, all oppin he thame kand, 
But mair auiſe he cloſit thame fra hand. 

In ane windo that oppinnit vp to the gait 
Mekill of the nicht thair fat he at the wait, 
And quhen it was about the thꝛid Cok craw 
Wakand hir hame, his awin wife he faw, 
Quha kand the zettis vpon hir lokkit faſt, 

e may weill wit that ſcho was than agaſt. 
Meuer the les beraus the zettis was lokkit, 

Foz to win in peirtlie thaivat ſcho knokkit. 
Than faid the Knicht, O thow woman vnclene 
Thinkis thow Honour on ſtreit now to be fene ? 
O wickit wife, and wokull warpit wicht, 
Quhy hes thow now diſſauit thy awin Knicht 
Ot quhom thow knew all hail thow had pe hart 
Ok thy bawdꝛie now J am weill expart. 

Foz this is not the fir time thow hes done 
Sic harlatrie, thow fall rew be zone Mone. 
Quhill the watche cum thair ſtill ze fall remane 
And as Law will, thairekter thoill the pane. 
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Than laid the wife, mp Lod quhy fap ze fa, 

Quhair J was now, thair was witnes far ma. 

My Motheris Mayd ſcho come and ketchit me, 

Quhilk lyis richt ſeik, and is in point to die. 

And than becaus J ſaw ow weill on vet, 

To wakin zom J thocht it not the beſt. 

That gart me ſteill the keyis fra zow away, 

Jthocht pietie to walkin zow as ze lay. 

Foz quhy ze ken ze ar kebill and auld 

To walkin zow of sour fir fleip ze wald 

Bene ſeik the mone, and wonder Ill diſpoſit, 

Thairkoir craib not, that sour zettis was unclo⸗ 

And my Mother als is fa wonder ſeik, (ſit 

Ane word to me, ſkarſlie ſcho had to ſpeik. 

Anopntit ellis, and maid hir latter will 

And now mp ſelk hes haiſtit me zow till. 

Thairkoir gude Lod J pray zow hartkullie 

Tak na ſuſpect, nog think na fault in me. 

for J had neuer fic thing in my thocht 

Sen the firk time to sour bed J was bꝛocht, 

Moz neuer Had fic thing into my hart 

Moz neuer fall, qubill deid vs twa depart. 

Thairkoir J pray, ze lat me not be tane 

TUith the toũ watch, heir ſtanding mine alane 

For now the hour approches wonder neir. 

That the watche rite, ¢ thay will find me heir. 

Quhilk is to me ane euerlaſting ſchame, 

And als to zow it is ane greit defame, 

Tar J gyltie og zit committit crime. 

J wald witſchaik ze held me out this time. 

Than faid the Knicht doubtles ze cum not in, 

For na pꝛayer of zow no2 all sour kin. 

Quhill that the watche betak sow in the pon 
han 
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Chan quhair ze war, to thame ze mon declair. 
Than the wife faid, my Loꝛd gif fa ʒe do 

In greit defame ok vs baith it cummis to, 
And all our kin, Alya and our kreindis, 

And all vther that ather of vs pertenis. 

Gik J be heir now with the toun watche found 
J rather gik ane hundzeth thoufand pound. 
Quod he Ill wife, and woman far dekamit. 
Chow hes fa done, vat thytelf thow hes ſchamit 
Fav better war koꝛ thy kalt puneiſt be, 

And heir thoill ſchame, that all mankind may fe 
Moz for to thoill puniſchment efter deid, 

In birnand hell, qubaiv thaiv is na remeid. 
Than faid the wife my Lod J som require, 
In this ane point to fulfill my deſüre. 

Mow foz his ſaik that deit vpon the tre, 
Choill not fic ſchame fa faikles cum to me. 
Che Knicht anfwerit vnto his wife agane, 

Ill wickit wife, thy wordis ar all in bane, 
Thow cũmis not in unto the watches knaw, 
And be puneiſt efter the cours of Law. 

Than laid the wife J perſaue this is done 

All fo Inup, and ze ar Jnoportune, 

Than fen. fa is, ze ar Impatient, 

FI will sow ſchaw in few woꝛdis my Intent. 
My Loꝛd ze knaw at this zet ſtandis ane well 
Quhairin but dout now J fall dꝛowne my fell, 
Rather noz J, and all my kin be ſchamit, 

And als zour felf fall not chaip vndekamit. 
Cha faid the Knicht wald God vat fic had bene 
Lang time befoir J ſaw zow with mine Ene, 
Sa as thir twa togidder was at talk 

The Mone wor dark, and hid was under walk 
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Than faid the wife, mp Loyd and be sour will 
That J heir bide, the fame J mon fulfill, 

Dz J bide heir, and for to ſchame my fell 
Rather J fall be dꝛownit in this well. 

Bot J will do as ane gude Criſtin wicht, 


Aucht to hir Lozd, and to ane Mobill KRnicht. 8 


Sit oꝛ J die my minde is and Intent 

Befoir sow heir to mak my Teſtament. 
Peir to the Loꝛd firſt J bequyth my Saul, 
My banis to ly in the Kirk of Sanct Paull, 
As koꝛ my gudes, had J ten thoufand pound. 
Ten thoufand ky gangand vpon the ground, 
Als mony Plewis gangand vpon the land, 
Als monp ſcheip as thairvpon micht ſtand. 

J wald leit all unto sour awin perſoun, 
Thame to diſpone at sour awin diſcretioun. 
And gif ze pleis onp thing koꝛ to deill 

Into Almus, for my weill and Saull heill, 
That J reker to sour awin wit and will, 
Quhat euer ze pleis, the fame foz to fulfill. 
For weill J wait ze will do bot the richt, 

J fay na mair my ſweit bufband gudnicht. 
As ſcho that ſaid, in hir armes culd ſcho tak 
Ane mekill ſtane, and in the well did fwak. 
That being done, ſcho come richt pꝛeuilie 
To the set cheik, and ſtude thair quietlie. 
The nicht heiring the ſtane fall in the well, 
Beleuit weill it was the Lady fell. 

And faid allace, my wife is dꝛownit but dout, 
Sa in ane kray the Knicht come rinnand out, 
And to the well he ſped him but mair baid, 
The wife that faw, in at the set ſcho flaid, 
And cloſit the set richt wonder ſure and kaſt, 


To 
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To the windo in haiſt ſcho culd hir caſt. 

In the meane time the Knicht ſtude at the well, 
Mourning richt lair and ſaying to him fell. 
To be the hour that euer J was boꝛne, 

My luſit wife allace is now foꝛloꝛne. 

To be the hour that euer J clofit my set, 
o be the hour in my windo J fet 

To ſpy my wife, quhilk J wait was faikles, 
Jam the wite now of hir deid doutles. 
Allace, allace, now is thair na remeid 

Throw wilkulnes ok vs baith ſcho is deid. 
The Lady hard, in winds quhair ſcho lay, 
And to the Knicht with ſturdie woꝛdis culd fap 
O ze auld fule, that ſuld be callit ane Knicht. 
Quhat do ze thair ſtanding this time of nicht, 
Out of sour bed walking fa wonder lait, 
Maitting sour hures and harlotis on the gait. 
Micht it not ſerue my body at zour will, 

Bot ze wald pas zour auld huredome vntill. 
Chis is nichtlie ze vſe the fame paſſage, 

Te fall repent richt fair sour auld fulage. - 
Che Knicht knawing the voce of his awin wife 
Me was richt blyith that ſcho was zit on like. 
Saving Lady weill is me euer mair, 

Louing to God that J may heir sow thair. 
For J beleuit ze had bene in the well, 

Quod ſcho auld fule keip the out of it thy fell. 
Chow ſeruis better foz to haue puniſchement, 
For thy baudꝛie, noꝛ halie gaitis to went. 
Quod he Lady lat ze fic language be, 

Quhat is the caus ze fap fic thing to me ? 
Quhen J lockit the set ze fall me trow 

J did nathing bot to haue chaiflit sow. 
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Foz in na wife FJ neuer did Intend 

Tow to diſpleis, oꝛ ony way offend, 

Foz quhen J hard the nopis into the well, 
Unto my hart thair ſtraik ane cruell knell, 

And in all haiſt ze ſaw as J come doun 

Tow to pꝛeſerue, that na wapis ze ſuld dꝛoun. 
Quid doffinnit Carll (quod ſcho) J heir the lie, 
Chow was ouvir peirt to Judge fic thing to me. 
Bot J perſaue this Pꝛouerb is richt trew, 
The Iniuſt okt the Innocent dois perſew. 
Thow leis to me, and hes done mony time, 
Euer the gilt quhen thom committis the crime, 
As thow dois now, that neuer to the kaillit, 
Bot thy greit ſlicht as now J haue alſaillit, 
And hes the tane into the ſicker fnaiv, 
Quhairfoir but doubt for me thow fall ſtand pair 
Quhill watches cum, and with thame to be ſene 
In times bygane ane auld kule thow hes bene, 
That me lichtlyit, thy awin wife and difpifit, 
And to thy hures seid oft times difagifit, 

And euer hes done, fen firſt time J the kend, 
All thy lifetime in lownrie thow hes ſpend. 
Bot God will not lat fic vnpuneiſt be, 

Foz mony fault thow hes done okt to me. 

for he is Juſt, and will haue fic thing ſchawin 
And J fall mak it vnto the pepill knawin. 
Thairkoir lad Hill, thow cũmis not in but dout 
Quhill the watches, and al Michtbouris about 
Quhat ane thow art, thay may perkytelie knaw 
And thaivefter to bide the ſtraik of Law. 

Than faid the Knicht, Lady J haue meruell 
To quhat effect fuld ze fic to me tell. 


Ze knaw richt weill that Jam auld and si : 
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And in this toun J haue bene euer mair, 

And weill J wait quhair my name was pꝛocla⸗ 
Unto this hour fo2 na caus was dekamit. (mit 
Thairkoir Lady for the gude Loꝛdis Mame 
Thoill me cum in, and let me not tak ſchame. 
Scho faid ald fule thou ſpẽds thy ſpeich in vane 
Chair fall thow ſtand, and thoil of law pe pane 
Better it is to thoill heir patientlic, 

Noꝛ euer mair in hell condampnit be. 
Salomon ſapis thee things that God dois hait 
Ane pure pꝛoud man abone his awin eſtait. 
Sine ane riche man in confuetude to lie, 

And ane auld man ane fond fule ko to be. 

And fa but dout ze bꝛuik thir vices thee, 
Quhat neid had ze fa far to lie on me. 

As for richeg, ze haue riches at will 

Duby ſuld ze than sour ſpeiche with kalſet ſpill? 
As kor ane Sule, ze are ane wonder couth, 

Sve as ze ken the flour of all my south, 

At sour pleſure ze haue had euer mair, 

Tit to baudzie ze zeid baith lait and air a 
Thairkoir God hes done wonder weill zow till 
Thocht ze contrair baith his command and wil 
Pes perſeuerit ſtill in sour harlatrie, 

Tit he will not thairkoir ze periſchit be, 

Bot lent sou grace sour ſinnis heir repent 
Thairkoir ze mon bide Law and Judgement. 
Than faid the Knicht my Lady beſt belufit, 
Powbeit God be contrair ane finner mulit, 

Tit not the les as all ſinnaris ſuld trow, 

God of his grace is to vs mevepfow, 

Quhat time we will forbeiv and als repent, 


Than God forgenis our N Incontinent. 
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Thairkoir Lady fen fic grace God vs ſendis 
Mow let me in, and J fall mak ane mendis. 
Than faid the wife with voice ſtout and auſteir 
Pente the harlot, quhair deil gar we this Freir 
Talk quhat thom pleis, bot trewlie vn fall trow 
Chow cummis not in, and heir J mak ane vow 
And as thay ſpak thir woꝛdis thame amang, 
In the meane time the watches bell thay rang. 
Than faid the Knicht, gude wife let ly fic things 
Meir ze not nom how that the watche bell rings 
Suffer me not foe euer to tak ſchame, 
Quhilk is fortuith degrading of my Mame. 
Quod ſcho ze wait not quhat zone ringing me⸗ 
To the weilfair of sour faull it pertenig. (nis 
Thairkoir ze man tak all furth pacientlie 
Foz zour pennance ze mon thoill opinlie 
Ane treſpaſſour but dout lang haue ze bene 
To GOD and me, as fall be hard and ſene. 
In the mean time thir twafum as thay talkit, 
Up thꝛow the ſtreit the watches come vi walkit. 
Sone into handis thay tuik this Mobil Knicht 
CHith greit meruell. how he into the nicht 
Upon the ſtreit durſt furth of ludgeing be, 
Chap to him ſaid it was na Knichts dewtie: 
Conſidering weill the dout of Law he kend, 
be was to bauld the contrair to pꝛetend. 
Scho heiring this with a loude voice ſcho cryit 
O mp gude freinds, the treuth now ze haue ſpyit 
Ok that Truikour, and als ane dotit Fule, 
That his foule luſt on na wayis he culd cule. 
Bot vpon hures kurth palling on the nicht, 
Hans ze git fic pertenis to ane auld Knicht. 
That my bodie at pleſour had all time, f 

5 Conſider 


SEAGES, 79 


Conſider now gif be committit crime: 

THith hures all nicht, and cüming in at moꝛne 

Bot ok fic faultis J haue him oft foꝛbozne. 

Beleuing ay fic faultis he ſuld haue mendit, 

Bot ze may fe git he hes now offendit. 

Thairkoir git ze ok fic hes coꝛrectioun, 

Confoeme to Law ze puneis his perſoun. 

That fic auld deuillis as he fa lang hes bene 

Tak exampill of him bekoir thair ene. 

Foz he hes bene to me ane greit tratour, 

J wait fic ane zit neuer maid natour. 

Than the watches tuik him Incontinent 

To deip pꝛeſoun with him in haiſt thay went. 

Quhill day was licht, and efter the Sone vais, 

With him the watche unto the Pꝛoueſt gais, 

Schawing to him the kaſſoun to the end, 

ow on the nicht thay did him comprehend: 

And how to thame his wife fic plaintis maid, 

Incontinent the Pꝛoueſt but mair baid 

To ane piller ſtude in middis of the ſtreit, 

Gart fet him up kaſt bundin hands and keit, 

That all the pepill within that greit Citie 

To his greit ſchame, maid him that all micht fe 

And fa this Knicht but onp fault dekamit, 

Tas thꝛow his wife fa faikles euer ſchamit. 

The Doctour then ſaid humblie to the King, 

And pleis sour grate ze haue vnderſtanding 

Quhat J haue faid, thempꝛeour faid richt weill 

Sour Sermone hes fentence fa haue J keill. 

The Maiſter ſaid it fall woꝛſe happin zom 

Mor chacit this KRnicht for treuth vis ze fal trow 

Gik that ze do ko the woꝛdis of sour wife, 

Put doun Zour fone, and reit rag him bis like. 
b „ij. 
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The Empeour faid that wife was far to blame 
That hir hulband put to fic oppin ſchame 

And he faikles, the foull Ill hir betide, 

Scho was the woꝛſt, that zit did gang oz ride, 
And foꝛ that Tale that thow hes tauld to me, 
Chis day but dout my Sone he fall not die. 
The Maiſter faid, my Lod ze doing fo 
Ulithin few dayis, baith pleſure and greit Jo 
Ok sour ane Sone, ze fall haue Schir but kaill, 
Sa this Maiſter quhen he had tauld his Taill, 
Thankit the King ok his beneuolence, 

Sa tuke his leif, and hamewart is gone hence. 


IM ORALITAS. 


LL cunning Clerkts that culd in ſtoryis wryte 
Be all thatr craft culd neuer zit Indyte. 
The greit milcheik be wemen done to men, 
The tratour diſpleſour and diſpyte, 
Wetrichtp, Clauchter, the greit lorrow und fyte, 
At lenth to wryte it tyrit thatr pith and pen, 
Chay war fa Hudge, and dglte as ze ken 
The teynd thatrok thay culd get neuer endit 
Betaus to men fa oft thay haue oflendit. 


Ot thame qubat {apis the greit Philoſophour 
Areſtotill, and als that ding Boctour 
Cicero, and Salomon laid ſum part 
Tor all bis wit, greit riches and honour 7 
Thay cauflit him be ane greit Syolatour. 
And fra qrett God gart him turne all his bart, 
Siclyke Birgill that was fa done expart 
Intill ane creill thay hung bim ouir the wuw 
To his greit hame, that all the pepill ſaw. 


Areſtotill qubtlk was the A per fie 
Ot natural wit, and greit Philoſophie, 
Thay brydillit him as he had bene ane hors 
Samfon viffautt be greit {ubtilitte, 
GQubat gat Dauid for all his Prophbeſie? 45 
0 
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Bow ze may fe nouther wildome nor fors 

Dow not reſiſt the curſtnes of thair cors. 

Aneuch hetrof, guhn lykis to reid Goweir, 

And qubatr he wantis, zit sum thing fapis Chawteir. 


Thatrioir J fay J think it nu meruell 
This gentill Knicht, qubome of our tale we tell, 
Conttyvering he was fa auld and hair 
Bilfautt was be this hochlop of hell 
Mith fa greit (licht kelt the {tane in the well, 
Allace, allace, and wo for euer mair 
Scho fuld efchatyp, gik than J had bene thair 
To helpit hir, that kyrie brand fa fell 
Wir to haue druwnit, my handis thay fuld wot (pair. 


Scho makund fault, and he alwapis fault les, 
Scho at hir game, und he ulwayis gyltles, 
Scho being kals, and he fa trat{t and trew 
We being firme, and {cho always fatthles, 

Did him accule of that Ik deid doubtles 
Guhairin hir felf was gyltie weill {cho knew 
For all his ſpeiche, nathing wald on him rebo. 
Hp, fy, fals Feindis, und kurius hell Furnes 
In bitter gall turnes all zour game and glew. 


Now Schirs perſaue hir {licht and ſubteltie 
Guhen he kleipit {cho ſtaill away the kie, 
Guhair {cho plelit paſt furth to hir plefour 
Guben (cho come hame fa loude as {cho culd lie 
Saping hir Mother was in point to die 
With mony wordis viffemblit vnder cullour, 
Forgit with fallet, lurkany for diſpleſour, 

And ſyne at ſchort how {cho maty hir Teftment, 
® merry God, heir is ane fals Intent. 


O fubtell ſchrew, and berray Sathans ſeid 
Imp of the Deuill, catris nouther Cors nor Creid 
Tyner of treuth, with toung Intoxicut 
Belgebubis barne, Inkernall byrnand gleid 
With tenzeit fair thy keiris weill can thow keid 
And flattering wordis kulfillit all with villait 
Upnit with lelingis, lawtie quis by zour gait 
Pet of the Feind in vengeante ze awant zow 
Baner of baill, the Beutl he dow not vant zow. 
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Ze marpit men in tyme keip weill sour Keyis, 
Now ze may ken fic wemens properteis, 
Guhat mercy, grate, or gude deid thay wil grant 
Gif ze delyre at thame ony fuppleis, 
Than {all thay mak to zow ane thoufany leis, 
Zo to obey ar euer [more] obſtunt 
Guhat thay wald haue, that thing thay will not want 
It that thay ferue, giue thame the Spange fleis N 
That may ſerbe weill lit ane vnſunſie Sanct. 


Guhn can excuſe this Nowbill Deuillis lim 
Sic ane fals trik fa trymlie plapit to him 
Scho in the fault, and he fa Innorent 
y bitter Bitche, bauld byrnand Baty fa brim 
Thy clene conſcience to heuin wil gar the clim, 
Or duun to hell euer be permanent N 
In Plutois Palice thair to be Preſident 
Amang that qraceles gariſaun fa grim, 

Greit pietie war thow {uly be thatr abfent, 


For quhy thow can fa weill ane leling clek, 
Turne bp ſyde doun, ap to thy àwin effect 
Thocht ak thy Cale ane worde he neuer trew, 
Telings to rame, thow takis hot lytill rek. 

And the blameles to put ay in the blen 

And mak fyne blak of that was neuer blew 

Ot ane trew tafll thow can weill change the hew 
Chairkoir J pray the deuill to brek thy nek, 


¶ Ane louing to the ſecund Doctour. 

OD thank thee Doctour for thy dayis wark 

Cn hes thee ſchawin ane Nobill cunning Clark, 
The innocent hes fuccourit throw thy Taill, 

Let the Emprice now blufter, bleir and bark 

For at this time {cho is put by hir mark, 

Traifting in God that {cho fall not preuaill 

Bot zit I wait againe ſcho fall aſſaill 

The Empreour with fum ftorie fa ftark, 

Bot hir vain wordis fall hir nathing auaill. 


The thrid Taill of the Emprice. 
HE Enipꝛice hard how all the mater seid 
And how the Childe was not zit put to deid 
Foz 
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For verie ſturt in hir minde was richt wo 
It was maiſt lik hir hart to bꝛiſt in two. 
To hir Chalmer than ſcho paſt fone within, 
And thair began to ſkart and rike hir kin. 
And cryit aloude that euer J was bone, 
Into my Cude, fen J had bene fozloꝛne. 
being Childe to ane fa greit a Bing, 
That J fuld thoill, and ſuffer fic ane thing, 
As of zone Deuill, and ane rank Renigald, 
Me to defoece, fa oppinlie he wald, 
To mp greit ſchame, and warldlie diſhonour, 
J being Quene vnto the Empꝛeour: 
And can heirok get na mendis noꝛ remeid, 
J pray to God gif J war kairlie deid. 
Sa this was ſchawin unto the Empꝛeour, 
How his Lady was in fic diſpleſour. 
Into all haiſt to hir Chalmer he went, 
And ſaid Lady, J pray zow not lament, 
Sa Inwardlie, for it becũmis ow nocht, 
Tak not fa far nouther in minde noꝛ thocht. 
Scho faid my Load, the luke J aw to W | 
Makis me mair ſturt, in hart mair ſoꝛowkow 
Noz diſpleſour of zone dum Deuillis deid. 
Thairkoir gude loꝛd fa greit God mot me ſpeid 
The Inwart luke that J vnto zow beir, 
Sa caufis me remaine Hill with ow heir: 
De ellis J had to my Father oepartit, 
To my countrie, war not J am fa hartit 
To sour bebufe and pleſure nicht and day, 
That is the caus J will not pas my way. 
Foz git J did, than ane caus it wald be, 
Ok gꝛeit diſcoꝛd, and Jnanimitic : 
Betuix my Father and som koꝛ euer moir, 
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Chis is the caus J will not pas thairfoir. 
Foz weill J wait he wald reuenge my querrell, 
And to conqueis, put all this Realme in perrell. 
Joꝛ my Father he is ane puiſſant Pꝛence 
Ok diuers Realmes, and ok greit Reuerence. 
MWiſt he trewlie of my great diſpleſour, 
J wait he wald Incres fa in rankour, 
That this countrie for that ſuld faiv repent 
That is the caus fra him J me abfent, 
Foz zour pleſour, and sit ze will not trom, 
That J wald do fic pleſure onto som, 
The Empꝛeour faid, Madame be weill inclind 
Lat fic malice remoue out of sour mind, 
Foz fa lang time as God will len me life, 
I think neuer to faill to zom my wife. 
My Loꝛd ſaid ſcho, J peay God ze leit lang, 
Mowbeit that J thus leif in thꝛeip and thꝛang. 
Bot J dꝛeid fair, and heuilie J feir, 
That it chance zow that chãcit this hinder zeir 
Ok ane greit Knicht, and of his Sone alone, 
Elter the time that his Father was gone, 
Thꝛow fuddand chance departit to the deid 
Zit his awin Sone wald not burie his heid. 
The Empꝛeour faid, that was ane felloun feid 
The Sone wald not burie the Fatheris heid. 
Chat exempill J pray sow to me ſchaw 
Scho faid my Loꝛd will ze tak tent and knaw 
It fall do zow greit gude J tak on hand, 
Quod he ſchaw furth, and lat me vnderſtand. 
Sa {cho began with all expeditioun, 
As ſcho beſt culd to fay furth hir Sermon. 
N this Cietie that now is callit Rome, 
Quhilk in vai davis was Heid of 3 
air 
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Chair dwelt ane Knicht, the ſuith zow for to fap 
bad bot ane Sone, and he had Douchters tway 
Chis Knicht was geuin to balking ¢ hunting 
Greit Toznamentis, and to fwift Hors rinning. 
To merynes and all kind of pleſour, 

That micht hald vp and kurth fet his Honour, 
Sa euerie zeir fa greit riches he ſpent, 

Quhilt thꝛiſe ouircome his Rentall and his rent 
Quhairthꝛow than grew to him (kant of riches 
Dis daylie cheir, and expens did decres. 

In that meane time thaiv was ane Empꝛeour 
Octauiane, ane man of greit honour, 

Quhilk in riches, ſa richelie did abound, 

That his compair was not vpon the ground. 
That in fo muche, he had in his treaſoure 

Ok Gold ſiluer, the quhilk fulfild ane Towꝛe. 
Quhilt gold ¢ Towze, thocht he it had at large 
To ane greit Knicht to keip he gaue in charge. 
This vther Knicht quhome of we fpak of air, 
That had ſpendit his rent and mekill mair, 

On Idill gammes, as hunting and Palking. 
Lait fitting vp, and out of time ſpending. 

To fic pureteth he grew and greit thirlage, 
That he behuid to ſell his heritage. 

Me callit to him his Sone quhilk was his Air, 
And all the cafe to him he culd declair. 

Chis is the cafe, but dout my Sone faid be, 
Jam compeld, fa with greit pouertie, 

That Jon foꝛce, and neid mon fell my land, 
Except remeid cum at ſum vther hand, 
Quhairthꝛow J may, Induring my life dayis 
Leif honeſtlie, this to his Sone he fapis. 

Foz gif J chance to fell my heritage 
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Te ken my douchters wil want gude Mariage 

ibe ſald Father, gik it fa with zow ſtandis 

That ze on neid, analie mon zour landis, 

At sour pleſure, quhairok Jam content 

Do as ze pleis, for thairto J content, 

The Father laid, now J haue tane in thocht 

Ane gude confait, and tell it will J nocht 

Bot vnto the, J knaw the Empꝛeoure 

Ok Gold and rent he hes Culfillit ane Come. 

Lat vs twa pas, with Inſtrumentis be nicht, 

And beck the Towze with futteltic and licht. 

Te fall obtene riches aboundantlie, 

Sall vs vphald euer in honeſtie, 

Than faid the Sone ſchoztlte to mak an end, 

Chair is na man that counfall can amend, 

It is better tak fra the Empꝛeour 

Part of his Gold, his Siluer and treaſour. 

Than ze to fell sour land and heritage, 

Quhairthꝛow sour barnis, fal leif ay in thirlage 

Sa in ane voce thir twa did condiſcend 

To bꝛek this Towze, but tarp thay Intend, 

Sa on ane nicht with Inſtrumentis thay patt 

And thꝛow the Towꝛe ane hole thay gat at laſt 

Man to the Gold, at larges quhair it lay, 

Furneiſt thame ſekkis, and vnſcryit come away 

Papit all his dettis, and leiſit als merylie 

As ok bekoir, in alkin game and glie. 

In Halking bunting and in Toznament, 

Quhil at the laſt the Gold was gane and ſpent. 

In the meane time, the keipar of the Towze 

Quhilk had in charge all this Gold ¢ treaſour 

Perſauit the hole, and the Gold ſtollin away, 

Me was ſozie, and wiſt not quhat to fay, q 
nto 
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Into all haiſt paſt to the Empꝛeour, 

And ſchew how theifis had ſtollin his greit trealour 
The Empzeour faid, in Ire all angerlie 

Quhat is vt caus thow ſchawis fic thing to me? 
To the J gaue, as to ane trew ſeruand 


My Gold to keip, and that thow tuke on hand 


At the agane, J alt it to reſtoir, 

As it becũmis, thow fall thoill panis thairkoir. 
Quhen that this Knicht the Empꝛeour fa hard 
Me faid na mair bot humblie come his way, (fap 
And ſaw thair was na mater to debait, 

Me umbethocht him ſelk of ane confait, 
Chinkand richt weill that thay wald cu agane 
To ſeik mair gold, to taint pame with ane trane 
Befkoir the hole ane Cwn he gart pꝛepair, 
Middillit with pick birdlime and ficlike wair. 
Sa thick and teuch, that quha thaivin cu wald 
Contrair thair will, vair ſtill it wald vame hald 
And nane micht cum into that hole agane, 

Bot he mofte neidis fall in that ſamin trane. 
Mot lang ekter, as J bekoir haue faid, 

This vther Knicht, quhen the Gold ſpendit had 
he and his Sone agane went to the Towze, 

To Steill mair Gold than kra the Empꝛeoure. 
Sa the Father firſt in the hole he went, 

And in the Ciwn he fell Incontinent. 

In to the nek, and thair flak as ane ſtane, 
Conſidderit weill that his Fortoun was gane. 
Said to his Sone cum thow fordwart no way, 
Foz at this time, Jam tane foz the pꝛay. 

Cum thow kozdwart thow fall not faill to die, 
And nang of vs ane vther may ſupplie. 

Than ſaid the Sone, gif ze may not eſchaip, 
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Than ar we baith but dout tane in the raip, 

God vs dekend Father that ſa no be, 

Bot at this time ze get ſum help of me. 

And gik J nocht may help zow now my fell, 

In haiſt J will baith help and ſeik counſell. 

The Father ſaid J fe is na remeid, 

Bot with thy ſwoꝛd thow mon ſtrike of my Heid 

And quhen thay find my deid body Heidles, 

Than fall ze all of this ſchame be ſaikles. 

Sa nane fall knaw quhat perſoun did this deid 

Moz in quhais bzeiſt this bargane did inbzeid. 

Than laid the Sone, now Father be the Rude, 

Tour counfall is baith honeſt Juſt and gude. 

Foz gik fa chancit, in this cafe ze war knawin, 

Siclike our ſchame till all men ſuld be ſchawin. 

Sa fuld we not elchaip the cruell deid, 

Sa J think beſt that FJ finite of zouz Heid, 

And euin with that, as he had faid the woꝛd, 

Out of the ſcheith anone he dꝛew His lwoꝛd. 

bis Fathers Heid he hint of haiſtelie, 

And in ane gutter he keſt it neir hand by, 

Dube this was done tha paſt he hame his way 

To his awin Hous, vnto his Siſteris twap. 

Schew thame the cafe, and all the mater haill. 

Quha fair did weip, pꝛiuelie and bewaill. 

Sone efter this the keipar of the Towze, 

Quhilk had in charge the gold and the treafoure © 

Quhair the hole was, within the Twu he fand, 

Ane heidles cozps vnto the nek ſtandand, 

Quhatrok he had baith meruell and dꝛedour, 

In haiſt he paſt and tauld the Empꝛeour. 

Incontinent thꝛow all the toun than seid, 

Pow thair was found ane body but a Heid, aut 
nto 
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Into the Twu the quhilk the nicht did fet, 

Quha ſtaill the Gold, to tak him in the Met. 

Than to this Knicht the empꝛeour faid but faill 

Tak the deid coꝛps and knit to ane hozs taill, 

And dꝛaw it theow the ſtreitis of the Cietie, 

And perſaue weill quhair ony murmure be, 

Onpy ſozrow, ſturt greting oz murning, 

Chan ze map weill perſaue quhair that fic thing 

Be attayntit, quhair ony perſoun murnis 

Chap ar gyltie, and wait of ficlike turnis, 

And is principall, of that Ilk Hous but dout 

That ſtaill the Gold, thairvfoir ſeik weill about 

Gik fic ze find, tak thame and all thair fellowis 

ithout mercy gar hang vame on v Gallowis. 

The Ollicers without delay thay went 

And completit the Empꝛeours commandment. 

Quhen the Douchters the deid coꝛps fa cũ by, 

Joꝛ Inwart wo thay gaue ane hiddeous cry. 

Foꝛ kindlie lute and Fatherlie pietie, 

To fe that coꝛps fa dꝛawin thꝛow the Cietie. 

Quhen pair brother, the Sone of vat deid knicht 

Hard thame fa murne bethocht him of ane flicht 

Quhairkoir vt coꝛps thꝛow ve Cietie was dꝛawin 

To the pepill the caus was richt weill knawin, 

And wit na way koꝛ to eſchew the cace, 

Sa he him ſelk fair woundit in the face. 

Quhill that the blude aboundantlie come out, 

That the Sifters of his like had greit dout. 

The officers perſauit the weiping, 

The nopis the cry the ſturt and the greting 

Into the hous thay enterit but delay, 

And demandit quhairkoir thay maid the kray. 

Than faid the Sone, . my Siſters me ſaw 
. * J. 
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Sa fair woundit, as nom sour ſelk may knaw, 
Chap grat and cryit, and murnit in thair mude 
And as ze knam, few wemen map fe blude. 
This was the caus of thair greit lamenting 

Ok my Siſteris, we knaw na other thing. 

The Officers heirto thay gaue credence, 

Betaus thay gat na mair experience, 

Bot went thair wapis diſſauit all and blyndit, 
Caus ve richt way thay culd not ſeik noꝛ find it 
Sine tuik the cows of this fame heidles Knicht 
On the Gallous leit it hing day and nicht: 
Till all pepill did wonder and meruell 

Ok the ſtollin gold, quben thay the tail hard tell 
And zit the Sone efter the Father is deid 

THald not burie in the Kirkzaird his Heid, 

Woe of the treis his bodie wald doun take 
This did the Sone for his awin Fathers fake. 
Ze map perſaue the greit luke and fauour 

To his Father he had all time and hour. 

The Emprice faid, gude ſchir c pleis zour grace 
Quhat J haue faid, haue ze weill tane the cace? 
The Empꝛeour faid, Madame fa haue J keill 
Quhat ze haue faid, J haue it tane richt weill. 


¶ The declaratioun of the Emprice thrid Taill. 


HE Empꝛice ſaid J am richt wonder wo 
That of sour felf and sour Sone it be fo, 
Foe his ſonnis faik this Knicht as J haue tald 
Quhen he was pure his lands he left vnſald. 
Quhen he wantit he had nane vther ſchikt 
Foz his Sonnis faik than he committit thift. 
And that his barnis efter that he was * 
J uld 
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Suld haue na ſchame he cauſit ſtrike of his heid 
And zit his Sone wald not do fic rewaird 

To buvie his heid in Kirk nor zit Kirk zaird: 
Noꝛ he wald not nouther be nicht noz day 
Doun of the treis his bodie tak away. 

In the fame ſoꝛt baith nicht and day ze laubour 
Foz to pꝛomoue zour Sone to greit Honour, 
Bot day and nicht he fettis his Intentioun 
Tow foꝛ to put to vtter conkuſioun, 

And sou deſtroy, is daylie his defive, 

That he map ring, and bꝛuik the haill Impire 
My counfall is ze rather put him doun 

Dez he fra sow get the Impire and Croun. 

The Empeour faid, fa mot J thziue and the, 
Ane gude exampill now ze haue ſchawin to me. 
micht haue tholit efter his Fathers deid, 

Tit be ſum flicht to caus burie his heid. 
Trewlie my Sone he fall na langer chaip, 
Upon the moꝛne be hingit in ane raip. 

Co officers anone he gaue command 

To tak his Sone, and to hing him kra hand. 
Doun thꝛow the ſtreit thay led him haiſtelie, 
To the Gallous, but mercie for to die. : 
And as thay led that zoung man thꝛow ve fireit 
All the pepill began to murne and greit, . 
Sapand allace the Empꝛeours onlie Childe, 
Co the Gallous is led thair to be filde. 

Allace ſaid thay, quhat is his Fathers minde 
To his ane Sone foz to be fa vnkinde? 

Mow this is thꝛyis comdampnit he hes bene 
And kew can tell qubat dois the mater mene, 
Bot all this cũmis be the Quenis kals conſait, 
Chat he is led fa oft daun thꝛow the gait. 


G. ij. 
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In the meane time doun the gait is he gone 
The thrid Maiſter come rydand namit Craton 
And faw the Childe fa wonder neir the deid, 
To his Maiſter zit he Inclynit his Heid, 
As he wald fap, Maiſter haue minde of me, 
Do ze not weill, thair is na dome bot die. 
The pepill cvpit gude Maiſter haiſt and ryde, 
And for zour childe gude help that ze pꝛoupde. 
So in all haiſt but ony mair delay, 
To the Palice he ſpurrit his gude Palfray. 
And quhen he come bekoir the Empeour, 
be hailſit him with reuerence and Honour, 
Quha maid anſwer to the Maiſter againe, 
Thocht ze be cum, sour vepage is in vaine: 
Tour cumming heir fall nathing sow auaill 
Ar ze cum heir to flatter me with sour taill ¢ 
Che Maiſter ſaid within feuin seivis ſpace 
Better rewaird J haue ſeruit at sour grace: 
Zit J beleue to get better rewaird, 
And pleis sour grace that my talking be hard. 
Rewaird (faid he) at my hand ſerue ze nocht, 
For the dum bop to me that ze haue bꝛocht. 
Le ſerue all ſeuin the verie painfull deid, 
Ilk ane of zow to Gallous fo2 to leid: 
Foꝛ J delyuerit my Sone ſpeikand to sou 
Quite dũ but ſpeiche ze ſeuin hes maid him now 
And als he wald haue dekoulit my Quene, 
Contrair hir will, as is weill hard and ſene. 
The Maiſter ſaid, quhair ze fap he is dum, 
THIll ze ſuffer bot ane ſchoꝛt time to cum 
find zow heir the michtie God to boꝛrow 
Chat he fall ſpeik oꝛ the fytt day at moꝛrow 
For he that maid the dum man foe to ſpeik, <b 
e 
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Che deit to heir, to helth reſtoir the ſeik, 

be will reſtoir sour Sone to ſpeik againe: 
Mithin few dapis, and that J fap in plaine. 
And quhair ze fap he wald dekoꝛcit sour Quene, 
Git ony man hes euer hard oz ſene 

Sic conditiounis outher be lait oꝛ air 

Sen he with vs remanit oꝛ maid repair. 
That he is gyltie of all that ze haue ſaid, 
Than J thairkoir to die am wonder glaid. 
Bot Salomon ſayis richt weill in his buke, 
Quha lykis thaivin to reid and fo2 to luke. 
Ma malice is, nod was, noz zit be can, 

Abone malice of ane Ill geuin woman. 

That fall J pꝛeif be ane exampill gude, 

That wemen ar the Fontaine and the flude, 
The verray rute, and ſpeciall Inuentioun 

Ok all kalſet, lefings and deceptioun. 

And gik ze put sour Sone now to the deid. 
Foz zour wifes woꝛdis, hir falfet and hir feid. 
It fall chance zow, as it did to the man 
That flew his Py thꝛow flicht of the woman. 
Quhilk Bird he tude abone all vther thing, 
And ay the tzeuth it tauld him but leſing. 
The Empꝛeour faid, J pꝛay the tell me that 
Betuix the man, the wife, and the Pyat. 
The Maiſter ſaid, sour Sone againe gar caw, 
That he thoill not the vtter charge ok Law. 
Than fall J tell my taill to sour plefour, 

To Zour pꝛokeit, sour weilkair and Honour, 
Che Empꝛeour faid Maiſter for this ane day 
Pe fall not die, cum efter qubat fa may. 

Che Maiſter ſaid God thak sour grate againe 
Sa he bis taill begouth as followis plane. 


ij. 
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O will continew at this place, 
y \ The Boctouris taill ane lytili {pace 
And lum thing we will tell 
Ot the Emprice compariſqun 
Wow ſcho comparit the Kingts perfoun 
Unto ane theilt fa fell. 


Scho compairit the Empreour 
To the fale Kutcht that brak the Towre 
Guben be fuld fauly his land, 
Sor pureteth was compellit to ſteill, 
uth ze git ſcho compatrit it leill 
And fa weill {eho it fand. 


This Mnicht committit tratourie 
That ſtaill fra the Authoritie 
Outher greit thing or {main 
Auhairfoir he ſeruit for to hing 
For quha that ſteillis ocht fra ane King 
Thay map not hyve the Law. 


Siclyke this Knicht us was welll Knawin, 
Gut throw the Cietie he was drawin 
To his greit lack and {chame 
Syne hangit on the Gallo trefs, 
Perlaue gik thir twa weill aggreis b 
Co the Kingts greit vefame, 


And hir awin Empreour comparit, 
Co ane pure Knicht was all dilparit, 
Ane Tratour and ane theif. 
That {cho fa wald was mailt lyklie, 
That the Empreour {a {uly be, 
God fend hir ane mitcheit. 


As to the Knicht wald fauly his land, 
And wor fa wonder pure in hand, 
And alwapis fuperfpenvit : 
Guba euer ſpendis by thatr Yew rent, 
But fatll {all efter ſair repent, 
Guben he may wot amend it. 


Thairefter cummis necellitie, 
Hounger, pureteth, and pouertie, 


To ftettt 
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Co ſteill that he mut neidis. 
Than tynes he Honour and manbeid, 
And thatron followis ſchame and deid, 

Ot IU {pending this ſpreidis. 


Bad this Knicht ſpen dit with meafure, 
According to bis alvin treafour, 
. Ekter his facultie, 
Me fuld not neid to brek ane Tuwre 
Nor ſtollin gold fra the Empreour 
Nor pure neidit not be. 


Gude Schirs that hes rent and riches, 
Be not in {pending fa rekles, 
Bot with reffoun and richt: 
For than on force ze mon fell land, 
Gr ellis tak ſum euill deld on hand 
As did this heidit Rnicht. 


Guba chaipit anis, and ꝓaſt againe 
Still ay in ſtouth for to eaten 

GQubilé all men fuld forheir. 
It may chance anis a man to ſin 
Bot he ſuld na way ly thairin, 

Por {till to perſeueir. 


For as that ane nicht fand a wyle 
Chat bther Knicht for to begyle 
And tak him in the net, 
Euin fa the Feind is fyndand ay 
Sum new gait to fang in his pray 
Qubilks ap to fin ar fet. 


The birdlyme is tu hald thame {till : 
And ay in ylefure tak thair will, 
For as the gold was [weit. 
That cauſit this Richt to cum againe 
That is in {in ap to remaine, 


Guhill thay zald vp the Spreit. 


Than art thow ficker in the lnair, 
Guhen deid cummis thow dow No na mair 
Bat to the Gallous led. 
That is to hell without remeid, 
Than all thy gold that was fa reid 
8 It ſtan dis the in na ſteid. 
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Thatrfotr quha wald leit in hanour 
Se thay thair geir ſpend with mealour 
Be not ouir Liberall, 
Spend not in Prodigalitie, 
Bot as affeiris thy Facultie 
f Or voutles want thow fall. 


Sum tyme may chance a man {pend mair 
Upon ane dap, nor he may 1 
Co {pend in vther nyne 
J grant, bot zit ze fuld confidder 
Mut {patring dapis and thame togidder 
And {a forall fall ze tyne. 


Ok {pending is thre Kinde of branches, 
The first to ſpend he neuer (tanches, 
Sa lang as he hes heill, 
Bot euer ſpendand in ane rane, 
Guhill all that he hes is quyte gane, 
On force this man mon tteill. 


The fecund ſpendis with greit Honour, 
With hponeltie and greit meafour 

Pouther mekill nor (kant, 
Bot ſum tyme {patris and fum tyme ſpendis 
And gydis weill that God him ſendis, 

Sa this man can not want. 


The thriv he is {a greit negart, 
To {pend hes nouther hand nor hart, 
And ay fapts he hes nocht. 
Euer ſpuirand and euer wantis, 8 
And to haue geir he neuer geantis 
. For all that euer he wrocht. 


Ot thir thre let vs tak the minis, 
The wise man that erpreflie biddis 
CThairfoiy J zow heletk, 
This is na honelt man to greit, 
Bot fe that ze put not sour leit 
Farther nor hand map retk. 


‘ 
@Ane reproche or reprufe to the Emprice. 
Corruptit 
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Orruptit cors vnclene, thow ſpringand well of vice, 
Thow fikkill feindis Quene, thow perrellous Ill Emprice, 
Thow cruell Cocatrice, and kyndlie Cocadrill 
For all thy taillis nice, thow if ae get thy e 

Fals gyglot gangland gill, thow poyſonit ſpewand ſpout, 

Thy banis brint on ag bil, I think to fe but dont. 


¶ The Tale of the thrid Maifter, of the 
Burges Pyat. 


PON a time thair dwelt in ane Cietie, 

Ane Mobill man, and a Burges was he: 
That had ane bird weill ked vp in a Cage, 
Quhilk we a Py do call in our langage, 
Chis bird ſcho was fa weill lernit to ſpeik, 
Chat ſcho culd talk Latine, Pebrew and Gzeik, 
And quhen ſcho had thir langages perfite, 
Div Maiſter tuik of hir ane greit delite. 
Sa be pꝛotes na thing ſcho hard noꝛ fa 
To hir Maiſter Incontinent wald ſchaw. 
This Burges man he had ane wife richt fair, 
As nom ze haue, wantoun and debonair. 
Quhilk ouvir all thing he lufit all the beſt, 
Bot be contrair, hir lute fa was not dꝛeſt. 
Becaus it palit far fra the Burges micht 
Div appetite to compleis day and nicht: 
As {eho defivit, at hir pleſure to haik, 
Quhat wald ſcho tha, bot cheifit ane vther knait 
THith hir to play, as ſcho thocht maiſt plefour, 
Quhome ſcho beſt lude, and held him in fauour. 
And fa behude hir huſband on ane day 
To vther tounis in veyage mak Joznap, 
Jor Werehandice to by aud fog to fell, 
Foz Merchand men at hame ay may not dwell 
Bot in this warld to wander, wirk and win, 
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Quhill of this life that thay depart and twin, 
Bot sit this wife had not fic thing in minde 
To hir pleſure hir thocht was all Inclynd. 

Sa quhen hir ſpous furth of the toun was went 
Tithout tarp than fo; hir luke ſcho fent, 

That thay micht mak gude cheir and mirrines 
As the gude wife thocht beſt ſcho culd adꝛes. 
And fa thay did at thaiv aw in appetyte, 
Quhen luikaris meitis of vthers takis delyte. 
Chis ſaw the Py, on hir Pirk quhair ſcho fat, 
Quhat mirrines that hir huſie was at. 

And to hir Maiſter tauld quhen he come hame 
And caufit hir huſie to get outrage and blame. 
Sa thame betuix vais up ane bargane ftout, 
Quhill mony of thair nichtbouris hard about. 
The gude wife ſaid, now weill Schir J perſaue 
Quhat greit fauour and luke to me ze haue. 
And faid ze gif mair traiſt vnto sour y 

Moz vnto me, and mair hir ſittis by. 

Bot fa lang as sour Ppat is on like 

It fall not faill bot we fall be at ſtrite. 

The Burges faid, my Pyat can not lie, 

All that ſcho ſeis the treuth ſcho will tell me. 
Foz ſcho can not be na way noꝛ Ingine, 

Onp leſing into hir hart deuine. 

And thairkoir J haue maiv caus koz to trow 

All that ſcho ſayis far better than traiſt zow. 
Sa day and nicht continuallie thay chide, 
Quhill on a day the Burges bulkit to ride. 
In fav countreis to do his Merchandice, 

As it effeiris fic men, and is the gife. 

Bot als fa fone as he his wayis went, 


Foz hir luikar ſcho fend Incontinent. 5 
0 
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To mak hir blyith, greit folace and gude cheir, 
Bot on the day he durſt neuer cum neir. 

Foz greit ſclander of pepill and commoun vois, 
All the lang day qubill nicht he held him clois. 
As the nicht come, he knokit at the gin, 

Scho was reddy thaivat, and leit him in. 
Scho faid ze ar richt welcum vnto me, 

Se may cum in, kor na man will zow fe. 

Me laid my luke, sour Pyat ſair J keir, 

Foz ſcho will tell all ſcho can fe oz heir. 

Foz ſcho raiſit fic taillis betuix vs ellis 

Chat all the toun to vther plainelie tellis. 
Scho faid keir not, bot bauldlie enter in 

On me J tak baith perrell and the fin. 

Sa he enterit, and tuik na mair in thocht, 

And be the hand throw the hall ſcho him bꝛocht 
And as thir twa thꝛow the hall maid paflage 
The fillic Py quhair ſcho fat in hir Cage, 

To hir huſie ſcho hard hir luitar fay 

Te fall be blyith, and mak mirrie quhill day, 
Foz ze av ſcho that J lute all the beſt, 

Bot J feir ſair the JOvat vs moleſt. 

Quod ſcho feir not, J bid not fo2 to lie ow 

It is fa mivk the Pyat will not fe sow, 

Chan faid the Py, howbeit J may not fe, 

J beiv thy voice, for richt weill ken J the. 

To my Maiſter thow dois ane greit Iniure, 
For of his wife thow makis a commoun hure. 
And his beſt bed quhilk he beleuis is clene: 
Chow dekuilzeis, quhilk is weill kend and ſene 
Quhiltz my maiſter quhen he cũis hame fal knaw 
And the trew treuth ſwxithlie J fall him ſchaw. 
Chan laid hir luke, my hart tauld J sow not 
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Chat we wald baith be ſpyit be the Pyot. 

And tell the treuth ol baith ſcho hard and law, 

And euerie woꝛd mak hir Maiſter to knaw. 

Tak ze na keir thairot than ſaid the wife, 

Sone talking fall perchance coiſt hir the life. 

And this fame nicht J fall reuengeit be 

Upon the Py, as ze fall heir and fe, 

Sa thay to bed paſt baith withouttin keir, 

Bot quhat become the Pyat se fall heir. 

About midnicht vp this gude wife ſcho vais, 

Crpit on hir Mayd, & put on baith thair clais, 

Incontinent ane lang ledder thay gat, 

And to the ruke of the Hous thay it fat. 

And tyꝛuit the Hous abone the Pyats Cage, 

Quhair pt fiveflauchts ¢ caine micht get paflage 

Blenks of Candill about the Pyats Heid, 

Wait like fireflauchts wi cauld water pair seid 

Small ſtanis like peis, vpon hir heid thay keſt, 

Maiſt like hailſtanis, fa this pure Py was dꝛeſt 

Sa all this nicht without ony remeid 

Tas this Py pynit, almaiſt vnto the deid. 

Sa on the moꝛne away the zoung man flaw 

At ane bak dure, quhair nane him hard noꝛ faw 

Sa this Burges come hame within few dayis 

And to his Py firſt he gais to and fapis, 

O mp beſt bird, now tell me of thy cheir, 

ow hes thot kairne fen J departit heir 

My bird (ſaid he) guhat hes thow fene oꝛ hard 

Tell me the treuth koꝛ thy gudlie rewaird. 

Maiſter (ſcho faid) J fall sow trewlie tell, 

Quhat that J hard, J ſaw aud quhat befell. 

Ze war not paſt of this toun day and nicht, 

Quhẽ that sour wife did to zow greit W 
ne 
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Ane vther man into sour bed ſcho laid 

And all that nicht togidder thay twa plaid. 
And J them ſchew pt thay war baith to blame, 
That J fuld tell to som quhen ze come hame. 
Maiſter but dout this is ane treuthkull taill, 
Zour wife is not J fe for sour auaill. 

To the nixt point, at me qubaiv that ze ſpeir 
How J haue kairne, in quhat fort was mp cheir 
In zour abſente furelie J fap sow richt 

Sa gꝛeit ane ſtoꝛme as thaiv was z iſternicht 
Baid J neuer, fen firſt time J was clekkit, 
Moz zit my deid fa ſair J not ſuſpekkit: 

As that fame nicht, but dout J fap zow plaine, 
Foz verray keir of fyꝛeflauchts Hale and raine, 
All the nicht ouir it ranit fa on me, 

That J beleuit but dout dꝛownit to be. 

Than faid the wife, Schir ze beleue sour y, 
Mow ze may knaw quhat kin a woman am J. 
Ze may now fe, and alfwa may perſait, 

In times bygaine hom that zour Py did rait. 
Ane faivar nicht was neuer on the plaine 

Mov was pt nicht that ſcho ſayis it was raine: 
Ane katrar nicht, ane fofter and mair cleir 
Mair plefand nicht J had not all this zeir, 
Thairkoir ze fall in all times kurth to cum, 
Git hir na faith na mair noz ſcho war dum. 
Than this Burges wiſt not weill qubat to fap 
Bot to nichtbouris fone paſt he on his way 
And demandit gif fic ane nicht was fair 

That his Pyat tholit the cauld and cair. 

Chap ſaid nichtbour, J walkit all that nicht. 
Mair ſolatious, mair fofter and mair bricht 
Mair ſtabill ane nicht, matr curious and cleir: 
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Mor was that nicht ſaw J not this ſeuin zeir. 
Unto his Hous this Burges bownit hame, 

And thocht richt weill his wife had ſeruit na 
The ſillie Py he put all in the wite, (blame 
And ok all faults he thocht his wife was quite. 
And faid to hir J find zow traiſt and trew 8 
Quhatrkoir ze fall haue na caus foz to rew. 

At my nichtbours J haue ſpeirit all about 
Euin as ze fay Blk ane thay fay but dout. 

Ane faivar nicht thay ſaid culd not be found, 
Moꝛz was that nicht, mair ſofter and mair found 
And it requyꝛis to vther quha offendis 

With all thair hart foe to mak thame amendis. 
To ow thairfoir ane garmound of the new 

J pꝛomeis sou, becaus J find som trew. 

Scho faid gude Schir ſauing sour veuevence 
Te ſaid not fa quhen ze gaue firme credence 
Unto sour Py, qubilk falſlie on me leid, 
Sapand that J committit fic ane deid: 

That neuer was into my minde noz thocht, 
Moz in this warld fic thing J neuer wꝛocht. 
Mith hir leſingis betuix vs ſcho hes ſawin 

Ane greit diſcord, quhilk all about is knawin, 
Quhairthꝛow J am blaſphemit and defamit, 
Thꝛow all the toun, be zour fals Py ¢ ſchamit, 
Quhairkoir na meit noz drink fall do me gude, 
Quhill that J fe sour fals Pyats hart blude, 
Than the Burges vnto the Pyat paſt, 

And faid fals Py, tell how betome this caſt: 
Upon my wife fa falflie for to lie, 

Cauſing diſcoꝛd oft times with hir and me. 

Is this the thank, the ganfell and gude deid, 
Chow randers me, fa weill J culd the ge 
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TUith my awin hands, with meits delicait, 
Airlie at morne, and als at euin lait. 

Thꝛow thy leſings thow hes maid thꝛow the toun 
Ane greit ſclander, & foull dekamatioun. 
Quhairto ſcho gaue na mair conſent noꝛ reid. 
Moz J my elf gaue vnto Goddis deid. 

Che fillie Py hard hir Maiſter fap fo, 

Intill hir hart ſcho was richt wonder wo. 
Maiſter (ſcho faid) God knawis gik that J lie, 
Tour ſelt will traiſt the verray thing ze fe, 

And weill J wait the thing J faid to sow, 

J hard and faw, quhy fuld J not that trow. 
The Burges faid, J heir the loudlie lie, 
Kennis vn not weill this taill thow tald to me, 
Thair was ane nicht fa troublit in the Air 
THith forme, kyꝛeflauchts, Hale, raine & mekill 
Ok Ill wedder thow had na vther reid, (mair 
Bot bydand ay the bitter hour of deid. ; 
Quhilk is richt fals, and neuer a woꝛd is trew, 
Thairkoiz but dout thy kalſet thow fall rew: 
And fra Hence kurth thow fall na leſings mak, 
Mo; of trew taillis thow fall not mak ane crak. 
And in ſpeciall betuix me and my wife, 

The Law will weill that it coiſt the thy life. 
Foz the greit leis thou did Inuent and koꝛge, 
With this fame knife J fall cut out thy gorge. 
Sa in greit weaith he tuik hir be the nek, 

And with ane knife hir Heid he did of ſnek. 
The wike ſaw that, and ſcho was wonder glaid 
To hir Hufband with mirrynes ſcho faid: 

Mow ze haue done as ane man of pꝛudence, 
Mowbeit befoir ze gaue ouir greit credence 
Unto zdur Py, qubilk ay richt falflic leid, 
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My hart is blyith quhen F fe hir bleid. 

Mow we map leit all our lifetime in reſt. 
Sen ſcho is gone, that did us ap moleſt. 

Foz ſcho was ay the verray Inſtrument 
Betuix vs twa, all leſingis did Inuent. 

Be bipith ſaid he, that Inſtrument is hence, 
Forſuith to hir J gaue ouir greit credente. 
Mow J knaw weill all that ſcho ſaid was fals, 
Bot now thairfoir ſcho hes loiſt life and hals. 
The Burges than blent vp about his bigging 
And ſaw ane hole tyruit in the Hous rigging, 
And weill perſauit ane lytill Ledder ſtand, 
Ane watter tub, with ſtanis watter and land, 
Quhilk was doun cat vpon the fillie Op, 
Chan the Burges weill vnderſtude quhatrby, 
Che pure Pyat had tauld hir taill richt trew, 
All the falfet and kaſſoun than he knew: 

Dow thay had cauſit the Pyat foꝛ to lie, 
Thꝛow thair kalſet and greit ſubtilitie. 

Mow of my wife the fallet J perſait, 

In time bygaine how ſcho hes plaid the tnaif, 
Mot regarding fin ſchame noe honeſtie, 

Bot on hir lute lyand in harlatrie. 

Full wo is me how greit ane Fule was J, 
Foz hir falfet to lay my fillie Py, 

Quhatrin J had my pleſure and delpte, 
Allace, allace, my wife had all the wyte. 

Bot in na way my felf J can excuſe, 

Chat hir counfall fa greitlie J did vſe. 

Bot in ane part but dout fa J was blindit, 
And now the treuth full ſickerlie J find it. 
Ma woeth the time J gaue hir fic credence, 


De till hir taill J gaue fic audience. 
Ma 
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Ta woꝛzth fic wifes, that ar fa Ill Inclinde, 
Euer hauing fic fenseit hart and minde. 
THith dowbill hart full of ſubtilitie, 
ow aſſure thay ar euill companie. 
Becaus my wife hes wꝛocht me ficlike wo, 
Meir J git ovir all mirth, blyithnes and Jo. 
All Merchandice, houlhalding and harbzie, 
In time cũming, and Pilgrim J will be, 
And markis me heir vnto the halte land. 
Becaus J find na faith in woman ſtand. 
Sa this Burges for credence that he gait 
Unto his wife, left land and all the lait. 
The Maiſter ſaid vnto the Empꝛeour, 
Schir haue ze tane this taill into fauour: 
And quhat it menis, the ſamin vnderſtand, 
be faid richt weill, Maiſter J tak on hand. 
Che Maiſter ſaid was ſcho not ane fals wife 
Tlith hir leſingis gart reik the Py hir like. 
The Empꝛeour ſaid, ſcho was of kalſet fow 
Mir greit leſingis noz hir life J allow. 
Ok the pure Oy, kairlie J do repent, 
Chat loiſt hir lite for ſaying verament. 
Surelie Maiſter ane gude taill ze haue tald 
And fo2 sour faik this day J fall gar hald 
My Sone vndeid, the mozne quhill it be none, 
God thank sour grace (quod he) that fic hes done 
To the Loꝛd God hartlie J sow commend, 
Sa this Maiſter with blyithnes hame he wend. 
a qMORALITAS. 

O MERVELLVOS Gon the ſubtell {licht, 

Siclyke J tro wus neuer fee 

Thow warpit topfe and wickit wicht 


Ot this Burges wyke now J mene 
Sa petrtly culd awow, and gar hir bulb and trow 


H. j. 
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Chat {eho {a fatkles was and clene 
Ane Innocent as {rho bad bene 
a Syne of fallet fa fow. 


Sa full of fallet as ſcho is 
Thair is hot part can it perſaue g 
Tor quhen thay mark to do ane mis, 
A thouland fundrie gatitis thay baue 
Co bring thair mater tu quben thay haue ocht avo, 
The wilelt men thay ay ditlaue ; 
And this Burges umang the laue. 

St is nut fa (quod ſcho) 


Sa priuelie ſcho did prouyde, 
A poftet for the ſillie Py, 
And with lic craft {eho culy it gyde 
Changeing the werder anv the kay 
Thy gadzettis Viv begyle, the pure Py with fic wyle, 
Hurve of buredome bpow the fy, 
Gluttoun of Glew all we may cry 

Chow art ane belchell vyle. 


The fals that thow ferufs at my hand 
X cun not weill Indpte, 
To gar thy hufhand bnverftany 
Ok fic hengeance thow had na wyte 
© rank rampand Lyoun, to milcheik euer boun, 
Stewart of ſturt quba can the quyte, 
Cleker of catr, and of diſpyte 

Greit Maiſtres to Mahoun. 


Ze that hes wykes giue not rrevence 
Guir fone vnto thatr subtell ſawis 
Thay will als fone find ane defence, 
As thay war leirit into the Lawis, 
For quben thay ſpeik fatreſt, thatr tuill is ay falſeſt 
Thay will neuer gik ouir thatr caus 
Thocht all the warld the contrair knawis 

Thair ain taill ay thinkis belt. 


At ſum tyme ſcho will caus a man 
To do the thing be will repent 
uber it is done na way {eho can 
Remeid thafro€ ſcho can Inuent 6 

i Gar the 
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Gar the fatkles get wyte, mak hir {elf clene and quyte, 
Thairkoir thorht {eho he J. ent, 
And in bauldnes hir bow all bent 

f That cair ze not ane myte. 


Be not reddy to gif rewaird, 
Thocht {cho it ferue qupill that thow fe 
This Burges fa in mynde was mard 
Guhill that the ſillie yp llew he, 
Than promeilt hir a gaun, or ellis ane new garmoun 
For hir buredome und harlatrie, 
And bir ſcabbit ſcurilitie, 

Fy Motheris Malefoun. 


G tiwypte vntrew, and tafll duficker 
Rindillar of cair bald baldeſtrod, 
Thocht ane wald bind the with ane wicker 
Thow will not keip gude reull nor Nod. 
Thow art a furious flam, ane wolfe und ſemis ane Lam, 
Chow art a Tratuur wylie Tod 
That ſtinkis in the neis of God, 

N Thow art the Beuillis dam. 


¶ Ane louing to the third Doctour and Maiſter. 
10 NO VR and praiſe gude Doctour mot thow haue, 
That this ane day the chylde thow hes gart ſaue 
With thy trew Taillis and exempill perfyte 
Beleuing weill fa fall do all the laue: 
Thocht the Emprice with hir Taillis wald diſſaue 
The Empreour, all for the Chyldes diſpyte, 
Bot at the laft I wait he will hir quyte 
Quhen he and ze the ſuith weill dois perfaue. 
Quhair ze find fault thair fall ze lay the wyte. 


@The Fourt Taill of the Emprice. 

VHEN the Empꝛite hard ye child zit on liue 

Scho grat richt faiv, ¢ all hir hair did riue 

Sapand allace, wa worth the time ¢ hour 
That J was wife vnto the Empeour. 
Crying, murning, and ryſing doun hir face, 
Dubill the greit nopis paſt out thaw all p* place 
Che Empzeour hard the at the lat, 

. I. 
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Intontinent he to hir Chalmer pat: 

Inquirit the caus of all hir greit diſtres, 

Scho curt the time that ſeho was maid empꝛes 

ald God (ſaid ſcho) quhẽ J come to thir parts 

Powbeit that J had four and twentie harts 

Mithin my bowk, that thay had all bene rent 

In (mall pecis, oꝛ J war daylie ſchent. 

On fic kaſſoun, as J am day be day, 

Bot that sour grace fapis nouther se nox nav. 

Bot quhylis se fap but dout zour Sone fall die 

And vther qubplis in greit diſpyte ol me, 

Te continew his life and takis na cure 

Ot my greit ſturt, the greit ſchame and Iniure 

De did to me, and als ſchame to sour fell, 

Ok this mater quhairto ſuld J mair tell! 

Foz it is knawin out thꝛow the haill countrie, 

Co quhat greit ſchame he purpofit to bꝛocht me 

Bot ze thꝛow fleuth dillis dou ¢ latis ouirdziue 

Sa day be day zour Sone is zit on liue. 

The Empꝛeour faid J pꝛay sow ſtand content 

And without dout the mozne Incontinent, 

be fall haue Law, without ony remeid, 

To be hangit on Gallous to the deid. 

Bot ʒiſterday it was a pꝛincipall caus, 

That he thoillit not the Judgement ¢ the lawis 

Cas for a Caill that the Maiſter me tald 

Tea, than (ſaid ſcho) that is ve thing thay wald 

Pꝛolong the time, lipning the Court fall change 

Gik ze do fa, that is ane mater ſtrange. 

Foz thair fair woꝛdis gude Juſtice for to bzek, 

Sa vnto GOD ze haue ane ſmall reſpek. 

Bot J feir ſair ze with sour Maiſters feuin, 

It fall zow chance the fame exampill ae i 
8 anis 
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As anis it chancit inte this fame Cietie, 

Ane Empreour and feuin Maiſteris had he: 
Quhome to he gaue credence baith day & nicht, 
Chap him begyld with thair fals fraud ¢ flicht. 
The Empeour faid, that taill J peap sow tell 
Tith the Maiſters and Empꝛeour how it fell. 
Scho laid quhairto, oz to quhat fect ſuld J 
Tell ony taill, quhen it is not fet by, 

Foz ziſterday ane taill ta sow J ſchew, 

Quhilt in the ſelk was verray Juſt and trew 
Foz zour Honour and pꝛoſite J it tald, 

Thairon to think, zit on na wyſe ze wald. 

Foꝛ zour Honour and pꝛofite quhat J will fay, 
Upon the moꝛne the Maiſters dois away, 

And with thaiv taillis daylie turnis vp fide dou 
Quhiltz is but dout koz zour diſtructioun. 

As in this taill that J fall tell to ow, 

And pleis sour grace, for treuth ze fall it trow. 
Me faid Madame hartlie J sow require, 

J pray sow tell, foz it is my deſire. 

That be the ſame J may the warrax be, 

And to eſchew kallet and fubteltic, 

Thocht J delay my Sonis fatk for ane day, 

It not anſerris noꝛ clenelie takis away. 

J fall it ſchaw (quod ſcho) be it sour will. 

Sa ze will giue gude thocht and minde thairtil. 
Quod he tell on, and J fall heir it than, 

And fa at ſchoꝛt hir taill thus gaitis began. 
ver ON a time J ved intill ane Quair, 

In this Citie ſum time ſeuin Maiſters wair 
Chow quhais ſcience, greit wiſdome ¢ leirning 
All the Impire was rewlit be thair gyding. 
The Empꝛeour quhilk at that time did ring. 
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But thair counfall, he tuik in hand na thing. 
Sa he thame held in ſic eis and daintie, 

That he culd not weill want thair companie. 
Chap perſauing his hart to thame fa kinde, 
bis gudelie will, his daylie thocht and minde, 
That he culd do nathing but thair auiſe, ; 
Chap war all ſeuin haldin fa wonder wife, 
Chap keſt in minde ane wonder fubtell thing, 
Be ſoꝛcerie, Inchantment and cunning. 

That how lang time the Empꝛeour he bald 
In bis Palice, nouther paſt kurth noꝛ raid, 
Bot thaivin ſtill held him in companie, 

ie ſaw als weill as onp man culd fe. 

Fra bis Palice gif he paſt ony time, 

Chrow thair licht craft he ſuld not fe a ſtime. 
And this thay did to the ſamin Intent, 

That thay micht mair thair libertie frequent, 
And Intromet and vſe the famin thingis 
That appertenit to Empeeours and Kingis. 
And to diſpone at thair will all his rent, 
This was thair minde, thair thocht ¢ als Intẽt 
Be the qubilk thing thir Maiſtters did purches 
Unto thame ſelk gold geir and greit riches. 
And zit howbeit thꝛow thaiv greit ſoꝛterie, 
Chap maid this King a ſtime he micht not fe 
Ok his Palice, quhen he paſt ay was blind, 
Amang thame all the way thay culd not find. 
ith all thair craft againe to gar him fe, 
Dut ok his Palice, bot euer blind was he. 
Abone all this, thir Maiſters fand fic craft, 
All the Impire almaiſt thay maid clene daft, 
Gik ony man had dꝛeamit ane vncouth dꝛeme, 


The haill knawledge thaivof thay ſuld 1 . 
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And mak thairof Interpꝛetatioun, 
Foz ane Ducat oz zit ane Frenche Croun. 
Quhairby thay gat mair gold and greit treſour 
Almaiſt als muche as fra the Empꝛeour. 
Sa be this way, and vthers fals and lie, 
Chap conqueiſt gold greit riches in plentie, 
Mair in reſpect noz had the Empꝛeour, 
And to thame ſeuin geuin daylie mair Honour, 
Sa on ane day quhen that the Empꝛeour, 
ith his Empetce togidder with Honour 
At thaiv Tabill, to ſich in hart began, 
The Emprice ſaw, perſauit and faid than 
DQubat is the caus ſchaw me of sour dolour, 
Quhy fich ze fo, oꝛ takis zow difpleafour ¢ 
Che Empꝛeour faid to his Empeice agane, 
aue J not caus of fozaw and greit pane, 
Chat J fa lang in fic ſozt ſuld be blind, 
And can thaivof na gude zemedie find, 
My Lord (ſaid ſcho) will ze tent to my Caill, 
On honeſtie it fall help and pꝛeuaill. 
Gik ze will da efter as J zom fay, 
Te fall allow my Caill ane vther day. 
In zour Impire ſeuin greit Maiſters ze haue, 
And J beleue thay ſeuin dois zow diſſaue, 
And ar the caus ok all sour greit difeis, 
And all sour rowmes vai gide euin as vai pleis 
And to thame felfis appꝛopꝛiatis sour ventis, 
Chow thair fals wapis c ſubtel Inchãtmẽtis 
Git it be fo that thay ar found gyltie 
Ane ſchamekull deid doutles thay ſerue to die. 
Chairfoir my Loꝛd foꝛ all thir feuin se fend, 
And ſpeir at thame gif thay can help to mend 
Zour greit diſeis, and fair et ai 
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Quhair sour ſicht kaillis, againe to gar sow fe, 
Gik thay fap nap, and can find na remeid, 
Charge thame ſchairplie vnder the pane of deid 
And fa ze may confider weill and fe, 

Gik thay be caus of zour greit Maladie, 

The Empꝛeour allowit weill this taill, 

And thocht richt weill it was for his auaill. 
Incontinent was fend to thame Meſſage, 

Foz to compeir anone thay tuik vepage, 

And come kneilling befoir the Empꝛeour, 
Quha thame reſſauit in kredome and fauour: 
And ſchew to thame his greit Infivmitic, 

Dow he was blind, and had fir Maladie. 

And how fun time that he ſaw wonder weill 
And vther tomes how he ſaw neuer ane deill. 
Cha chargeit he them (chairplie on pane of deid 
Incontinent thay ſeuin ſuld ſeik remeid. 

Foz it was ſchawin to him fo2 veritie, 

Chap war the caus of his Inſirmitie. 

And gat thay not remeid Incontinent 

Unto the deith thay fuld be all toꝛment, 

Unto thir ſeuin thus faid the Empꝛeour, 
Quhairok thap ude in greit keir and dꝛedour. 
Than faid thir ſeuin agane with ane confent, 
Te charge vs ſeuin with Inconuentent. 

TUith ficlike charge sour grace now putis vs to 
It paffis fav our power koꝛ to do. 

It is fa hard and difficill ane thing, 

Chat we can not to gude purpois it being, 
Into ſchoꝛt time, bot gik it pleis sour grace 
Foz to grant vs reſpet for ten dayis ſpate, 

le fall som gik anſwer conuenient. 


Quhairot we traiſt, sour grace fall ſtand snare 
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ME thaiv anfwer the Empecour was appleifit, 
Beleuing weill of feiknes to be eiſit. 

Sa thir Maiſters vnto thair counſell paſt, 

To fe git thay culd find the way oꝛ caſt, 
Faſſoun, Ingine, ſupplie, meane o2 remeid, 

Dez ony help to faue thame fel€ fra deid. 

And foz to haill the Kingis Infirmitie, 

Chap keſt the way, koꝛ thame it wald not be. 
Quhairfoir thay war all ſeuin richt ſoꝛrokow 
And faid get we na help noz remeid now 

To help this charge, as we Ilk ane dois ken 
Tithout remeid we ar all bot deid men. 
Thairkoir let vs mak trauell all fra hand, 
Seirche and ſeik furth Ilk ane in lindꝛie land 
Gik that we can in ony countrie find 

In time cũming the Empꝛeour be not blind, 
And ſa thay ſocht in mony ſindꝛie toun, 

Be eiſt, be welt, ſouth, nozth, baith vp and doun 
It hapnit thame to ryde vpon ane day 

Chow ane citie, quhair barnis was at the play 
In the meane time come to thame ane auld man 
And faid Maiſters, J pray sow gif ze can 

Ok my nichtis dame to mak Interpꝛetatioun 
And for sour wage J fall sow gif ane Croun. 
Ane of the barnis that was than at the play, 

Co the Maiſters hard that man ficlike fay. 

And faid gude man seis gif ane Croun to me, 
Quhat menis sour dꝛeame J fall sow tel trewlie 
Che auld man faid J dꝛeamit this hinder nicht 
That in mp saird of watter ſprang vp richt, 

A kreſch ſpꝛing wel, quhairkra come mony ſpꝛings 
CThꝛow all p* eird now tel qubat menis fic things. 
Than faid the barne tak ze ane ſpaid gude man 
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In the fame place, pas and delk gif ze can, 

Quhair that ze thocht the water firſt vpſpꝛang: 

Chair ze fall find within ane ſpace not lang 

Ane hurde of gold that famin hoill within, 

Sall mak sou riche for ay and all sour kin. 

Sa did this man as the zoung barne comandit 

And as he laid, this man richt fa he kand it, 

Than paſt this man to this zoung Child agane 

And thocht he wald rewaird him fo2z his pane, 

And offerit him ane pund of reddy gold, 

Quhilt be na way reſlaue fra him he wold, 

And faid gude man, na gold J will reſſait 

Bot pray for me, at sou na mair J craik. 

The ſeuin Maiſteris perſauing all this thing, 

How ane soung Childe of zeiris being fa sing 

THith fic wifdome the mang dzeame did expone, 

Said to thame felfis we meruell quhilk is zone, 

Ok fa zoung zeiris makis fic Interpꝛetatioun 

And fine thairkoir takis nouther golde noꝛ croun 

Sa at this childe thir ſeuin Inqupzit the Mame 

He faid Merling, quhairok J thing na ſchame. 

Quod thay sour name bzuik weill wi all weilkair 

Te perſaue weill, ze haue wildome and lair, 

Ane greit mater we haue to zow to ſchaw, 

Ok the quhilt few oz nane bot we dois knaw. 

Than faid the Childe ſchaw me furth sour intẽt 

And ze fall haue anfwer Incontinent. 

Quod thay soung Childe this is the verray cace 

Ane Maladie haldis the Empꝛeouris grace, 

Sa lang as he in his Palice will byde, 

And not thatrout nouther to gang noz ryde, 

Me ſeis als weill as ane that euer was, 

Bot als fone as he fra his Palice pas f 
Chair 
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Chair takis him than fa greit ane Maladie, 
That all about a ſtime he may nocht ſe. 

And gif ze can the caus heirot diſcus, 

Firſt ze fall haue ane gude rewaird of vs, 

And fecundlie, remeid gif ze can find 

In time cũming the Empꝛeour be not blind: 
Out of Palice quhen he pleſis to pas, 

Me will zow gik rewaird quhat ze will as. 
Than faid the Childe his Maladie J knaw, 
Als the remeid thatrof J can him ſchaw. 

Che Maiſteris ſaid we pꝛay som richt hartlie 
Pas with us ſeuin and beir vs companie, 
Quhill we cum to the Empꝛeouris pꝛeſence, 
Quhair ze fall haue rewaird and reuerence. 
Than faid the Childe Schirs Jam reddy now 
Pas quhen ze pleis, and J fall gang with sow, 
And fa all aucht Incontinent paſt hence, 
Quhill thay come to the Empꝛeouris pꝛeſence. 
And quhen thay come bekoir the Empꝛeour, 
Chap hailſit him with reuerence and Honour. 
And laid gude Load, ſindzie lands bait we ſocht 
To get zow health and heir we bait sow bꝛocht 
Ane gude zoung Child y' knawis sour Maladie 
At sour pleſure will find help and ſupplie. 

In time cuming, that ze fall weill perſaue, 
Tour daplie health, and na ſeiknes to haue. 
Mouther in ane, noe in nane vther pairt, 

Me hes fic wit in gude cunning and Airt. 

The Empꝛeour vnto thir Maiſters laid, 

Ok sour tythante J am richt wonder glaid. 

All that he fapis will ze ſeuin tak on hand, 

Te Schir faid thay at that fame we will ſtand. 
Foz we haue ſene be gude experience, 
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bis greit wifdome, craft and Intelligence. 

The Empꝛeour than onto the barne he faid, 

Sen fic a thing gude Childe is to sow laid: 

The caus thairok at ow J wald Inquire, 

And fine my helth than hartlie J defive, 

Than faid the Child and pleis sour nobil grace 

THe twa alone mon talk ane lytill ſpace, N 

In pour Chalmer J fall sow ſchaw trewlie, 

The caus of all sour greit Infirmitie. 

And quhen he was into the Chalmer led, 

Ie cauſit caſt of all the clais ok the bed, . 

Quhilk into haiſt the Empzeour cauſit be done 

My Loꝛd he ſaid now heir ze fall fe fone 

Ane meruellous thing, quhilk ze hard neuer tell 

Under the bed thair was ane mekill well, 

Ok quhilk thair vais ane foull ſmuke and a reik 

That wald haue maid a man baith blind ¢ ſeik 

Dut ok this well thair ſpꝛings ſeuin greit ſpꝛĩgs 

The Empꝛeour than he meruellit ok fie things 

Under his bed to be and he not wit, 

Sa greit a well fa foull ane reik and miſt. 

Me laid my Loꝛd, heir planelie ze may fe 

The verray caus of sour Infirmitie. 

THithout ze put thir fpeingis and well away, 

To get sour ſicht agane na wile ze may. 

The Empꝛeour laid J pꝛay zow to me tell, 

The nerreſt way koꝛ to vndo this well. 

Than faid the Chylde thair is na way bot ane 

Git it pleis sow, on force it mon be tane. 

Che Empꝛeour ſaid J pꝛay sow richt hartlie 

Schaw me the wap, gik fic ane thing may be 

Sold noz gudis on na way will J ſpair 

Sa that the treuth to me ze will declair, 8 
Git 
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Gik mannis craft, his naturall wit oz micht, 
Perfite cunning with gude ſcience oꝛ flicht, 
Subtell Ingine, Airt oz experience, 

Micht help my ſicht, oz thairkoir find defence, 
J wald not cure for to gif gold plentie, 

Spair foz na coiſt fa that ze gar me fe 
Mithout my place als weill as J do in, 

Sa sour rewaird fra me weill fall ze win. 
Now fen zour grace toa me hes geuin credence, 
J fall zow ſchaw be gude experience, 

The verray treuth thir feuin ſpꝛingis ze fe ſpꝛing 
Out ok this well, thay ar na vther thing, 

Bot the ſame ſeuin Maiſters be thair ſcience, 
Quhome to ze gif fa firme and greit cvedence, 
Quhilt be thair craft cüning and Inchantm't 
Tow to mak blinde, this well thay did Jnuet. 
That hiddertillis, baith sow and zour Impire 
Lang time bygane hes reulit at thair deſüre. 
About zour place euer hes maid zom blind, 

To that effect that na fault se ſuld find 

Done ony way be thame o2 thair content, 
Chat thair greit gyle ſuld not be maid patent, 
Moz heir coplaintis of sour Barroũis ¢ Logdis 
Bot thay allone to aggre fic diſcoꝛdis: 

Moz that Juſtice ſuld ring into sour land, 

Bot all fic things ſuld ly into thair hand. 

And sour fubiectis to ſpuilze euerie day, 

All that was grene, to zow it fuld ſeme gray, 
Te not ſeing now fuld thay all be deid, 

Foz zour kyndnes, thay can find na remeid. 
The Empꝛeour faid, now ze haue to me ſchawin 
Ok my blindnes, the caus and maid it knawin 
Mow the remeid thairok J wald ze kand, 
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Ze fall not want baith gold, Loꝛdſchip ¢ land. 
And pleis sour grace now to zow fall J tell, 
The verray treuth, will ze do my counſell. 
Ok sour blindnes git ze deſire remeid, 
Che firſt Wailer, tak and ſtryke of his heid, 
Than ze fall fe the firſt ſpꝛing of the well 
Be qupte away, this is the treuth J tell. 
Sa ozdourlie, quhill thay be Ilk ane flane, 
And fa ze fall recure sour ſicht agane. 
This being done, the well away fall went, 
And fa at eis ze fall get sour Intent. 
Quhiltz in gude haiſt was done as thay thocht 
And fa agane the Empꝛeour gat his ſicht. (richt 
And this zoung Childe rewardit richt richelie 
Maid him ane Lozd and Air of ane countrie. 
Than ſaid ſcho Loꝛd, haue ze perlauit this taill 
That J haue ſchawin, foe sour gude and auaill 
He faid richt weill, and thankis zow hartkullie, 
Foz that gude Caill that ze have tauld to me. 
In the fame foet thir feuin Maiſteris faid ſcho 
Unto zour grace thay purpois foꝛ to do. 
Be thair fals Taillis, and ficlike fenseing, 
Chat sour cur Sone may ay abone zow ring 
Quhiltk God defend, ay quhill the hour J dic, 
That FI never ane vther Empꝛeour ſe. 
This Caill (quod ſcho) J fall mak to sow cleir, 
Quhat that it menis, & pleis sour grace to heir. 
He laid fap kurth, ze fall haue audience, 
And commandit Ilk ane to keip ſilente. 
¶ The declaratioun of the Emprice thrid Taill. 
pee flowing well, of zour Sone is the fing 
The feuin ſpꝛings ar his maiſters wt runing 
Quhilk well can not richt fone diftvopit be, 
Except 
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Except ze fir gar the ſeuin Maiſters die. 

This being done, the well fa fall ze waiſt, 

Gar fla zour Sone, of this ze gik me traiſt. 

Sa well and ſpꝛingis fra thay diſtroyit be, 
Than ze may haue all at tranquillitie. 

Sour haill Impyre weill into peice and reſt, 
Fozſuith (quod he) Madame J think that bert, 
Incontinent than gaue he ſtrait command, 

To the Gallous to leid his Sone kra hand. 
Doun theow the ſtreit as Oflicers him led, 

Ane Maiſter come, and at the ſpurris him ſped. 
To the Empꝛeour with all gude reuerence, 
Quhome to he faid, pas ſwyith fra my pꝛeſence, 
Foz the gude faind that ze haue fend to me: 

Se ſerue all ſeuin on Gallous foz to die. 

ſend zom ſeuin my Sone richt weill ſpeiking 
ow He is dum, and do can na kin thing. 
Bot onlie ane, this thing J maiſt deteſt, 

Be violence my Quene he wald oppꝛeſt. 
Thairkoir rewaird na thing ze ſerue of me, 
Bot ze all ſeuin with him fall hangit be. 

The Maiſter laid, J feruit ane better thing, 

To my rewaird, noz on Gallous to hing. 
Quhair sour grate fapis, v now sour fone is du 
God knawis the caus, the time is not sit cum. 
WE his ſpeiking the time will cum at ſchoꝛt, 
Thairkoir J pꝛay sour grace to tak comkoꝛt: 
And ze fall fe the day appꝛoche richt neiv, 

That he fall ſpeik, quhil all this place may heir 
As to zour Quene, in that point quhair ze tell 
It is not pꝛouin, noz nouther is gofpell, 

Monz for the woꝛdis of ane ſingular perſoun, 
THithout mair prufe, sour fone ſuld not put dou, 
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And gik ze do for the woꝛdis of sour wife 
But gude knawledge fra sour Sone tak v' life. 
It fall be war with sow J dar weill fay, 
Moz chancit a man and his wife on ane day: 
Quhilk J fall ſchaw to sow be narratioun, 
And pꝛeik the fame be gude pꝛobatioun. 
The Empꝛeour faid, trow ze to do with me 
As ſeuin Maiſteris did anis in this Cietie 
Tith thair tals taillis vnto thair natiue King 
Map, nay, not fa, it fall not be fic thing. 
Che Maiſter faid, the fault of ane o2 two 
Suld not redound to rebuke blame oꝛ wo 
Ok all others, foe it is richt weill kend 
Baith gude and Ill is to the warldis end. 
Bot of ane treuth ane thing J fall som ſchaw, 
Put ze sour Sone to deid koz sour wifes faw: 
It fall som chance as did this hinder zeir 
Unto ane Knicht, gik ze pleis ze fall heir. 
The Empreour ſaid J pray sow ſchaw me richt 
Quhat thing become, oz chancit to that Knicht 
The Maiſter ſaid againe sour Sone gar call, 
Sa to the deid that he na wapis be theall, 
And keip him Mill my taill quhill J haue tald 
Than sour awin will ze haue euin as ze wald. 
Quhen J haue done tha tak sour awin plefour, 
J will fa do than faid the Empꝛeour. 
And fa his Sone againe he gart thame caw 
As for that day he ſuld not thoill the Law. 
Sa this Maiſter his exampill began, 
And tauld his taill furth like ane cũning man 
Bot zit his taill farther oꝛ we furth fet 
The Quenis laſt taill we will not zit Corset, 

IMORALITAS. 
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E the confatt of this bald bitter Bitche, 
Chis reid Keilar, and this rank warlo witche 
This tratour theit, this tryit Termigant, 
Sn kaine ane fault ag {cho wald find and fitehe, 
Unto thir ſeuin fa reuerent and riche. 
En fivett {efence, facund and fluctuant 
or thay of wit and wisdome not dols want, 
To the blak Deuill thairkoir the hetetche 
Mlith Him remaine in hous ane hellis Sanct. 


Father ak faltet, and fals flatterar 
Ane Gyrecarling, ane grateles clutterur 
Leidſterne to lie, and ane greit {lop of ſeill, 
A prouve Princes, ane prydekull patterar, 
Mlixt with malice and ane man mu . 
Ane wod wilcat that neuer will do weill 
Crop of curitnes, and ane quick gangund Beil, 
Rute of wanreule, and brewar of all baill 
Thaw art to bald to forge fa fals ane taill. 


Not ane word trew thairok hut fenseit fair 
Guir peirt thow art to mak fic ane compair 
Ok the Maiſteris qubatrof that now {petk we, 
Ca the Empreour J wait thay did na matr 
Bot that his Sone thay had vnto the lair, 
And hav not bene thatir cunning and Clergie 
Thay hav bene deid, and ficlyke fa had he, 
Chairkoir tho art ane Loch of bnlawte 
Ane {chameles ſchrew, the matiter Deutll mot ſcald the. 


Zit in hir Tafll is funr Moralitie 
ow God diſponis his grace fa plentenuflte- 
To auld, to zoung, to riche and to the pure, 
Sum wit, lum ftrenth, lum kairnes with bewtie, 
Sum at thatr will hes riches and plentie, 
To diuers craftis fum geuis thatr heflte cure 
Mowbeit tu fum Hiv thingis be richt obſcure, 
As was this harne quha {pak this prophecie 
To ſeuin Doctouris in {etence was fa Lure. 


Wowbeit he was in south and tender age 
Gad of his grate had geuin him mair knawlenge 
In wit, Science, hid with {ubtilitie, ; 
Nor to thir ſeuin guhome this Guene Dots allenge 


I. j. 
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Into hir Tafll Inkerrit bpon kulage. 
@uba the Empreour caultt againe to fe 
And knaw the caus of his Intirmitie 

Pa exceptioun thair is ok perſonage 

In licht of God he geuis his grate fa fre. 


owbeit this Chylve in tender zeiris was sing 
The herray treuth zit be {chew to the King 
GQubat was the caus of all his Malavte, 
And how the well vnder bis bed did {pring 
Throw quhais {pringts culd him to blindnes bring 
Qubtlk was not knawin bot to this childe trewlie 
Guhairby we may perfaue for veritie 
Che grace of God is quttin for na thing, 
Guba litt tt ſeik with all humilitie. 


Now in bigging fum takis fa greit plefure 
Guphill at the laſt biggis him felf to the dure 
Sum bringis ane {taffe for to breit bis awin heid 
Guin fa ze fe thir Boctouris tuik labour 
To bring this Chylde vnto the Empreour, 
GQubome throw he gat of his fetknes remeid. 
Vat zit this Chylde gurt thame all ſeuin thoill deid. 
It is oft ſene F fay the deirly brother 
That euerie [wil oft tymes belwikis vther. 


Chir ſeuin Doctouris qubhatrof now ſpeikis our Guene 
As {cho Inkerris, thay haue all Tratouris bene, 
Guha veuplit the Kingis Enfirmitie 
Be tratourte hid haldin anv vnſene 
To be gydaris of his Realme thay did mene 
And haue thatrof the hatll Authoritie 
Bot na way fa of our Mlaiſteris mene we 
For thay did nocht bot as thay war deſyrit, 
Be the Empreour, and his rounfall requprit. 


Thairkoir this Quene {cho fuld na credente haue 
Scho is ane ſop of ſorrow to diſſaue 
Ane menkles monſture, ane mirrour of milchante 
Ane patent port to Ill ze may perſaue, 
Ane thriftles thing quben {cho beginnis to ratt, 
Full of Villatt, with fenzeit fals plefance, 
Ane twme trattillar, to bring hume Ill tythance 
Ane maine Truikour, ane talker out of tone, 


And fall 
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And fall forthink hir talk or all be dane. ‘ 


@Ane reproche to the Emprice for hir laft Tail 


FRAGILL fleſche of hell, with flatterie euer fenzeis 
Ane Kingdome thow wald quell, thow groũder of gillenzeit 
We fall hald in thy renzeis, becaus thow raifis vnrockit, 
And check zow into chenzeis, vp be the chaftis chockit, 
Ouir lang ze haue vs mockit, bot zit the day will cum 
Zour culum falbe knockit, quhen he ſpeiks that is dum. 


@The Taill of the Fourt Maiſter. 


PON a time thaiv was ane eldering Knicht 

Tiſe and wittie, full of riches and micht. 
Had leuit furth mony dapis ok his life, 
THithout childeen, Lemman oz marvpit wife, 
Diuers times his kreindis come him till, 
To ſe gik it was his pleſure and will 
To tak ane wife, and barnis to furth being. 
Throw thair counfall he grantit to fic thing. 
Sa at the laſt thay gat his wife to be 
Che Pꝛoueſtis dochter of all that greit Cietie, 
Quhilk was richt riche, weill kauourit and kair 
TUeill maid at will and was hir Fatheris air. 
Fra he hir ſaw, he was fa tane in luke, 
That he his hart fra hir culd not remuke. 
Thocht luke ¢ fauour betuix them micht be ſene 
Sit all thair ſpace na barnis was them betuene 
Unto the Kirk as ſcho paſt thꝛow the ſtreit, 
Tith hir Mother ſcho hapnit for to meit. 
Ather vther hailſit with greit blyithnes, 
And fa began to talk in mirrines. 
The Mother faid, my dochter tell me how 
Te pleis sour ſpous, oꝛ how dois he to zow⸗ 
Scho faid richt Ill, and not with him content, 
For he is auld, febill, and . 

1 
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Quhen ze me ſtaikit vpon fa auld ane ſtick, 

J wald but dout ze had me burpit quick: 

For oꝛ J come with him in naikit bed 

To be dꝛownit J had rather be led: 

D2 ly with ſwyne, oꝛ J lay be his ſyde, 

My fleſche it vggis quhen yt J tuitche his Hyde 

Hald me excuſit J pꝛay sow hartlie Mother, 

Foz it is fozce that J mon haue ane vther. 

Che Mother laid my gude douchter and deir, 

Heir J the pꝛay fic kuliſchnes koꝛbeir. 

THith zour Father mony zeiris J haue bene, 

Sic thing of me was neuer hard noꝛ ſene. 

Mother ſcho faid, of that na meruell is, 

For ze twa met in zouthheid Joy and blis. 

And fa Ilk ane togidder had folace, 

It is not fa with me into this race. 

Dz J him gat ze ken his ſtrenth was gane, 

Me lyis as Hill beſide me as ane ſtane: 

Foz he is waik, auld, cauld, waiſtit and dep, 

And as ze ken Mother fa am not J: 

Bot in my flouris, of zouthheid blumand grene 

Compair thairkoir is not vs twa betwene. 

Ok his bodie J can get na folace, 

To me thairkoir it is ane heuie cate. 

Scho ſaid douchter gif fic thow hes in minde, 

And to kulage thy hart is fa Inclinde. 

Tell me thy minde without kenzeing in bꝛeiſt, 

DQubhor will thow luke (quod ſcho) mother a preiſt 

The Mother ſaid, gik fic thow wald defire, 

think les fin to luke ane nobill Squire. 

Oꝛ ane gay Knicht, nor a Pꝛeiſt to thy luke, 

Scho faid Mother, thairin J sow repꝛuke. 

Gik that J tude a Knicht oz zit a Squpze, 
Mithin 
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THithin ſchoꝛt time of my lute thay wald tyre, 
And tell ouir all into thair merines, 

And ſa me ſchame, to my greit lichtlynes. 

It is not ſa ze ken with men ok Kirk, 

Foz with wiſdome and wylines thay wirk. 
And is als laith thair honeſtie to tine, 

In fic affaivis, as J wald to do mine: 

And counfall keip als quyetlie vnſchamit, 

As ze or J, with our ſpous wald be blamit. 
Alſo Kirkmen bene matr kinde to thair tufis, 
Than vtheris ar, als weill the pꝛettick pꝛulis. 
Scho faid dochter heir my gude counfall now 
And it fall be ane gude pꝛofite for zow. 

Auld men ze ken ar wonder cautelus, 

Mylie and fell, and richt outrageus. 

In ane maner ze fall sour hulband pꝛeik, 
Pim koz ta temp, oꝛ anger him oꝛ greit. 
Than gif ze chatp but repzuke oꝛ ſmyting, 
Lufe quhome ze pleis, at sour luſt and lyking. 
The dochter faid, fa lang J may not byde, 
In all gude haiſt lum luke J mon pꝛoupde. 
God hes me fend fa vnhappie ane weird, 
That J can get na folace in this eird. 

And ze sour ſelk Mother alweill ze ken 
Quhat Ill occurris to want pleſure of men 
And J rather dꝛink water for ane zeir, 

Dz J fa lang plefure of men fozbeir. 

Che Mother laid dochter kor my blyſling, 
Byde quhill thow pꝛeik oꝛ temp him wi ſũ thing 
Foz zour blyſling ſcho ſaid J will da mair 
Bot him to pꝛeik, J pꝛay jou to declair. 

In quhat fafloun, oꝛ quhat way it may be 
Scho laid dochter that fall J haiſtelie. 


I. iij. 
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In sour Oꝛchard thair is ane tre that ſtandis, 
The maik thaivof thay fap is in few landis. 
In quhilk sour ſpous hes greit luke and lyking, 
Await ſum day quhen he gais in hunting. 
Caus the fame tre Intontinent be cuttit, 
And bring it hame oz euer zour hulband wit it. 
Thairok mak fyꝛe agane his cüming hame, 
Than gik ze chaip without repzuke oz blame, 
At sour pleſure than ze may tak the Pꝛeiſt, 
Chis will ze do for zour Motheris requeiſt. 
Scho faid Mother sour counfall J will do 
Howbeit in treuth Jam richt laith thairto. 
Iltz ane hame paſt vnto thair awin ludgeing, 
The nicht meruellit of his wifes tarying. 
Scho laid gude Schir as J went welt the ſtreit, 
THith my Mother on chance thair culd J meit. 
Scho ſpeirit at me gik ze war in glaidnes, 
J aid euin fa, and than hame did me dees, 
Ekter denner the King paſt in bunting, . 
Bot his gude wife thocht on ane vther thing. 
And thocht that hir purpois fuld cum to end, 
Incontinent for the Gardner ſcho fend, 
Quhome to ſcho faid cut down this tender tre, 
That J thaivef map mak on haiſtelie: 
Ane greit warme fire agane my Loꝛds cüũming 
Me will beliue cum hame from the hunting. 
This day is four, fa wonder ſchairp and cauld, 
And as ze knaw he is kebill and auld. ; 
Quhen he cümis hame that he fall not want fire 
Thairkoir cut doun and ze fall haue sour hire. 
To quhome he faid, fait sour pleſure Madame, 
Cut we this tre but dout we will get blame. 
Foz zour huſband far better lufis this tre me 
en 
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Cen times ouiv, than all the treis heir be, 

Bot not the les Madame at sour deſire 

Uther fallin wod J fall get to be fire. 

Quhatrot my Lod (quod he) will ſtand content 

Map, nap (ſaid ſcho) cut doun Incontinent. 

Me laid na way this tre J will deſtroy, 

Foꝛ it will put my Maiſter to greit noy. 

Scho Heiving that, he wald not do command, 

Che Sardnaris Ax, {eho hint into hir hand. 

The tender tre ſcho cuttit at the rute, 

That fra thine kurth it ſuld neuer haue krute. 

Cauſit feruandis the ſamin hame to beir, 

Ok hir hulband thairok taking na keir. 

The Knicht at euin fra hunting cüming hame, 

hunting the wylde in Fozeſt with the tame. 

Dis wife him met, and ſaid gude Schir J knaw 

Te av werie and wonder cauld with aw, 

J caufit to big ane five to zow thairkoir, 

To mak zow cherie, and mirrie be the moir. 

thank som dame faid he with all my hart, 

Get J gude cheir, than ze fall haue sour part. 

Than in he come, and fat doun on ane bink, 

Befoir the fire, and evpit kor meit and dꝛink. 

Quhilk in all haiſt to him richt fone was bꝛocht 

And thairok dik blyithlie quhil he gude thocht 

In the meane time the fell pevfauit he 

Ok his zoung plant, and beſt belouit tre. 

To him he callis the Gardnair richt fone, 

And faid miſchant, quhat hes thom to me done? 

TAMeill J perſaue my plant birne in the fire, 

Chairfoir at me thow hes not ſeruit thy hye. 

be ſaid my Loꝛd, it is trew that ze tell, 

Mane did that turne bot zour 1 hir ſell. 
. lj. 
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Than faid the Knicht J wait that can not be. 
That my awin wife wald do fic thing to me, 
Foz weill ſcho knew that tre J lufit beſt, 

Be twentie fauld noꝛ J did all the reſt. 

J wait ſcho wald neuer confent thairtill, 
Betaus ſcho knew that it was not my will. 
Scho ſaid gude Lod J cry zow heir mertie, 
For it was J that cuttit doun the trie. 
Knawing richt weill ze war werie forgane, 
Cauld, waik c tyzit, and gude five had we nane 
And J did it sour curage to rekreſche, 

To mak zow blyith, and to comfort sour fleſche 
That was the caus J gart this fire on mak, 
Onlie for sow, and for nane vthers ſaik. 
Quhen the Knicht hard it was the famin tre, 
Unto his wife he laid richt angerlie: 

O wickit wife how durſt ze be fa bald, 

To tut the tre, that J in na waxis wald 
Sene bene cut doun for greit riches and rent, 
J mak ane vow ze fall it faiv repent, 

And knawing weill, J tude it all the heft, 

Ze haue me maid ane fault richt manifest, 
Quhen that ſcho faw hir hulband difrontent, 
Than ſcho began to weip and als lament, 
On fenseit ſozt hir ſelf for to excuſe, 

At ſiclike time as wemen oft times dois, 
Schir J it did for sour vtilitie, 

And ze it takis agane ouir crabitlie. 

Foz J beleuit to win thairthꝛow gude deid 
And now J get greit magrie to my meid 
Foz it that J do euer fo2 the beſt 

Ane reuin rewaird J get ay reddyeſt. 

J had rather be bzint intill ane coill 


Moz 
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Moꝛ for gude minde fic outrage foz to thoill. 
Than ſcho began to weip and mak murning, 
Incontinent the Knicht that perſauing, 

And fa at ſchoꝛt was mouit with mercie, 

And faid my Joy, sour murning now lat be. 
In time cuming fe that ze not me muke 

To diſpleſure noz hurt the thing J luke. 
Chairfoir be war, the dayis of sour lifetime, 
That neuer agane ze commit ſic a crime. 

As for this time heir J forgiue sow clene, 
Ceis weip na mair, be ſtill and dep sour Ene, 
Than the nixt day to Kirk ſcho went agane, 
Met hir mother, quhome of ſcho was richt kane, 
Gude moꝛne mother (quod ſcho) wi hart c bꝛeiſt 
Mow weill aneuch faith J map luke the Pꝛeiſt. 
And J haue done euin as ze counfallit me, 
My handis cut doun his beſt belouit tre, 

Sa sour counfall J did intill all thing, 

Bot fra he faw that J maid fic murning 

He chereiſt me, and hes koꝛgeuin me quyte, 
Thairkoir Mother put me not in the wyte 
Powbeit J lute the Pꝛeiſt with all my hart, 
Foz my gude man he keipis me not a part. 
Che Mother faid thocht auld men anis foꝛgeik, 
In time cũming efter and ze thame greik: 
Chap will trewlie pans the nixt fault agane, 
And puneis it perchance with dowbill pane. 
My counfall is temp him ane vther tyde, 
Allate Mother (quod ſcho) J may not byde. 
Foz J ſuffer mair pane for sone fame PPꝛeiſt, 
Moz J can ſchaw oꝛ think into my bꝛeiſt. 
Aperdone me my weit Mother thairkoir, 

Ok sour counfall now J will tak no moir. 
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The Mother faid, for the luke thow fuld haue 

To me, betaus my Coꝛs did the confaue: 

Ok my bofum, as ane Bab did the beir, 

And koꝛ the blyſſing of thy Father deir: 

In this behalk zit temp him anis agane, 

Gik ze get quyte than J foegiue som plane, 

To luke the Pꝛeiſt, oꝛ ony that ze pleis, 

Scho faid that taill to me dois greit difeis, 

Fra my plefure foz to remaine fa lang, 

Fozſuith Mother ze ar fa far in the weang. 

Meuertheles koꝛ my Fatheris blyſling 

Tit anis agane J fall giue him temping. 

Pow it fall be, firſt se mon to me ſchaw, 

All the faſſoun J pꝛay sow lat me knaw. 

Zour huſ band hes (quod ſcho) ane litill hound 

Me will not cois for mony merk and pound, 

ibe lufis fa weill, that nichtlie in his bed, 

ie makis his couche, and with fine meit is fed 

Thith his awin hands, fe ze the fame hound keil 

Bekoir his Ene, fa ze may wit richt weill 

This being done, be ze not puneiſt than, 

Go luke the Pꝛeiſt, oꝛ ony vther man 

J gik zow leik, J fall zow neuer blame, 

Sa it be not to sour greit fin and ſchame. 

Scho faid Mother J will sour counfall do 

At this pꝛeſent, qubat ze will charge me to. 

Foz thair is not ane barne J wait leuand, 

Sa faine wald keip of my eild the command 

Ok hir parents, and now withouttin fkaith, 

J will obtene the bipfiing of zow baith. 

And nom Mother remember in zour thocht 

Foz zour blyſſing J did ellis wald J nocht. 

And than ſcho faid my ſweit Mother adew, 
i Quhat 
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Quhat thocht J haue J pray God gik ze knew. 
Than come ſcho hame and put of as ſcho micht 
That langſum day, quhill it come to the nicht. 
And fa at euin commandit that hir bed, 
With purpour clais and filk ſuld be ouir ſpꝛed. 
Quhilk the ſeruandis at hir command hes done 
Mith coiftlic clais the bed thay ſpꝛed it fone, 
And quhen the bed was this at reddy maid, 
The litill hound thairon hes him doun laid. 
As his cuſtome was and conſwetude, 
Als the gude wife knew weill that he wald dude 
And vp ſcho rais with minde malitious, 
CHith haitrent hart and vult richt venemous. 
Be the hind heillis this hound than did ſcho tak 
And all his harnis out on the wall ſcho ſtraik. 
Sayand quhat deuill dois this tyke on our bed, 
That is fa riche and all with filks ouirſpꝛed. 
Quhen the Knicht law his litil hoüd was flane 
Fra crabitnes na way he culd rekrane. 
Bot till his wife with angrie hart can fay, 
WMickit woman out of my ficht away: 
Pow culd thow find into thy cruell minde, 
Co fla the hound that to me was fa kinde⸗ 
And ouvir all Hounds wi my awin hart was luſit 
O wickit wife Mahoun thy hart hes mufit, 
To do fic thing, and me to Ire Incres, 
O curſt catiue wo to thy cruelnes. 
Scho faid gude man haue ze not richt weil fene 
How this foull tyke with his feit fa vnclene 
Upon our bed hes lyne and kylit the fame 
Paue ze pleſure thairok oꝛ onp game, 
Foull traikit tykis vpon our bed to ly, 
Thocht se pleis fa, the fame zit pleis not J. 
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To {pill our bed that is fa pꝛecious, 

Couerit with clais fa clene and curious. 

With his foull keit cum new kurth of the mpee, 

Jrather haue beint the bed and all in fyꝛe. 

Than faid the Knicht with ane angrie vifage, 

Knew thow not weill, that J had greit curage 

Into ane Leiſche my hound fo2 to fe led, 

Ane hunder times, noz lying in my bed. 

Jrather geuin all my hoꝛs quhair thay ſtand 

Oz ze had tane fic wickit deid in hand. 

Than quhen ſcho ſaw the Knicht fa difcontent, 

And in lum part raiſit in matalent: 

To weip and rair in all haiſt ſcho began, 

Sapand allace that euer J knew ane man. 

Foz quhen J was into my virgine flouris 

knew nathing of thir ſchairp winter ſchouris 

Foz onp tyke in this wife to be ſchoꝛit, 

Quicke in my graue J had rather be ſmoꝛit. 

Foz all that J koꝛ the beſt dois pꝛetend, 

Ze ay alledge that J thaivin offend, 

Powbeit mp minde be euer trew and gude 

get na thank, this ſchoꝛtlie J conclude, 

Than this auld Bnicht perfaving the greit cair 

Teiping, murning, with reuthkull hart & ſair 

As he beleuit, he ſaid lat be fic thing, 

And at this time ze mak na mair murning, 

J pardone zow, under pꝛoteſtatioun 

In time cũming ze mak na occaſioun, 

Me for to muke to anger oz to Ire, 

Foz gik ze do, at ſum time J will tyze. 

Ze knaw richt weill ze cuttit doun the tre, 

And now at ſchoꝛt my hound ze haue gart die. 

Do not ficlike J hartlie zow requeir, 
For git 
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For gif ze do, na mair J can koꝛbeir 

To puneis zow, koz all that is gane by 

To the vtreſt remember weill fall J. 

Thairkoir be war mak me not difcontent 

At zow na mair, and fa to bed thay went. 

Sa on the mozne at time vp fone ſcho vais 
With mirrie minde, and put on all hir clais, 
ent to the Kirk, and fa hir Mother met 
Beleuing weill ok hir gude leit to get: 

To luke the Pꝛeiſt, and kyld hir hulbandis bed, 
Bot as God wald fic thing was na thing ſped 
Chap hailſit vther as thay thocht beſt be done, 
And in talking togidder thay fell fone, 

Scho faid Mother ouir lang for sour requeiſt, 
J haue the luke forletit of the Pꝛeiſt. 

Foz now J haue temptit my hulband twyis 
Dangit be J quhen that J tempt him thepis, 
Be sour counfall ane greit thing J haue done, 
By my confait mony ſtages abone. 

Foz as ze bad J cuttit doun his trie, 

And now laitlie J gart his gude hound die. 
And baith thir kaultis he hes koꝛgeuin me quyte 
In time cũming to me ze put na wyte. 

With all my minde and hart within my breif, 
In all gude haiſt J will ga luke the Pꝛeiſt. 
Che Mother faid J pray the douchter deir, 
THith patience twa woꝛdis thow wald me heir 
It is weill knawin with ma noe J can tell. 
That ay auld men ar fle and cruell, 

And will think on vpon faultis done befoir, 
Howbeit ſum time thay wil not chyde noz ſchoir 
Foz it is ſaid, and als richt weill J wait, 
Chat crueltie it is appꝛopꝛiat 
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To eldering Knichtis pt in south hes bene kene, 

Sine in thair eild thay turne to tray and tene. 

And koz ſum fault will puneis with rigour, 

As thay in minde it takis in diſpleſour. 

Lit my counfall thairkoir J wald thow did, 

And thaivefter J fall the not koꝛbid: 

Luke quhome thow lift, oꝛ quhome vn lykis to tufe 

Thair is my hand J fall the not repute, 

Zit temp him anis as we can beſt deuiſe. 

Joꝛ it is ſaid that all things thevfis bot thꝛile. 

Scho faid Mother J heir sow talk in vane, 

Knew ze the thocht and nichtlie burning pane, 

That J ſuffer continuallie in hart, 

J wait ze wald not tak my contrapart. 

Le ar Mother ane woman as J am, 

Quhat wald ze fay gik ze wantit the game 

Of my Father, that ze richtlie bꝛuik, 

Foz ane new luke but dout fone ze wald luik. 

CUith all zour pith the fame ze wald purches, 

And haiſt the fame with all sour beſines. 

Into this cace now put sour minde to reſt, 

To luke the Pꝛeiſt gude faith FJ think it beſt. 

Scho faid dochter foz the greit pane. and cure 

J had of the, that time quben J the bure. 

And for the tude thairok quhilk that the fed, 

J the befeik kyle not thy hulbandis bed. 

Till the theid time, J pꝛay the him to pꝛuke, 

As thow will haue my bliffing and my luke. 

Deny me not this ſober fall petitioun, 

And J pꝛomeis to the ane ſure conditioun, 

J fall furth fet and further thy Intent, 

To thy plefure, and als Intandement. 

And neuer fap that thow hes done ane mis, 

My ſweit dochter J pay the grant me this. i 
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As thow will haue my bliſüng on thy banis, 
My ſmall deſire J pꝛay the grant me anis. 
The dochter ſaid, Mother J sow declair, 

The mater is to me fa fad and fair, 

That J map not fa lang abſtene thairkra, 

Tit not tbe les ſa Inwartlie ze pꝛa: 

For the greit charge fivit that ze fay to me, 
And fine agane ze haue pꝛomeiſt trewlie 

Into this cace to further furth my caus, 

Gik J had neid the richteous God it knawis 
Chaivfoir ſcham me the maner and the way, 
How J fall temp him to the thꝛid effzay. 

The Mother faid on Sonday nixt cũmand 
Jknaw richt weill the minde of sour hulband. 
To haue vs all to dine is his Intent, 

TMith mony kreindis, that nane be thaiv abfent, 
THith diuers ma gude men of this Cietie, 
Than quhen ze ar all at zour Maieſtie, 

ith all zour meitis weill ſeruit at the Tabill 
At the burde heid to fit ze ar richt abill. 

Ane key ze fall into the buirdcelaith knit, 
Quhilk at sour belt dois hing, not latting wit 
That ze did fa, bot as it come on chance 
Saving kurth plane with ane fair countenance, 
Te may perlaue fa foꝛzetkull ane wife, 

As J am now J étraiſt be not on like. 

In my Chalmer my knife J haue fozzet, 

Foe J mon vile, the fame agane to get. 
Chan fall ze ziſe with ane faivd haiſtelie, 

Ma man knawing quhair that ze knit sour bie, 
Sa it being knit into the buirdclaith kaſt, 
Than fall ze all the meit and tabill doun taſt. 
On this kaſſoun all zour meit falbe ſpilt 
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TUith diſpleſure, and all zour Maiprie gilt. 
Ze doing fa, vnpuneiſt gif ze be, 

To lufe the Preiſt, faith heir J mak zow fre, 
Scho faid for anis sour counfall fall J pꝛeik, 
Bot neuer agane, fa lang as J map leit. 

Foz zour counfall J haue done far ouir micht, 
And fa ather at vther tuke gude nicht. 

Mithin few dapis the Feiſt was pꝛeparit 
Aboundantlie and for na coiſt thay ſparit, 

The Father, Mother, and kreindis ok honeſtie, 
On euerie fide war callit thair to be. 

The Tabill couerit, and all ſet doun to dine, 
The meitis come, richt delicate with wine. 

All being ſet, as it culd beſt effeir 

The gude wife cryit Ilk man to mak gude cheir 
At the buird Heid ſcho fat hir awin felf doun, 
Hiv Mother weill perſauit the kaſſoun. ö 
Quhat hir dochter wald do richt weil ſcho knew 
Beleuing weill the fame thing ſcho wald rew. 
Sa the gude wife ane bonie lytil kie 

Pang at hir belt ſcho knit richt quyetlie. 

That nane perſauit, nor knew hir kals Intent, 
Bot this ſcho ſaid to all the burde pꝛeſent. 

Gik J be wife, now ze may all perſaue, 

In my Chalmer mp knife kozzet J haue. 
Quhilk J mon ketche, ¢ with ane kaird vpꝛais, 
And with ane tit tuik with hir the buird clais. 
The Tabill turnit, and all the meit doun flang 
Allace ſcho ſaid faith now Jhaue done wzang 
J air repent, that J fa ſchoꝛtlie rais 

The meit is ſpilt, and kylit ar all clais. 

The Knicht changeit countenance in his kate, 


And lmylit fo2r ſcoꝛne that fa occurrit the u 
nd 
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And fuffevit ouir with blyith diffimulance, 

To treit his gaiſtis with ane gude countenance 
And commandit ane new Tabill be ſet 

THith new Maipzie, and vther courſis get. 
And pꝛayit his gaiſtis foꝛ to be blyith and glaid 
Powbeit his Tabill was reckleſlie doun laid. 
Incontinent kreſche meitis was bꝛocht anone, 
To new denner with blyithnes ar thay gone. 
Foz all thing done not mufing him nathing, 
Moz to his wife ane Ill wozd not ſaying. 
Making gude cheir to all the companie, 

Tith mirrynes welcũmand thame glaidlie. 
Bot the Mother knawing weill the Intent, 
Ok the dochter, was wonder difcontent. 

The denner done, thay thankit all the Knicht 
And als his wife, ¢ bad them baith gude nicht 
On the nixt moꝛne the Knicht airlie he rais, 
In name ok God, firſt to the Kirk he gais, 
And ekter he had his deuotioun done, 

To ane Barbour but tarie paſt he fone. 
Saving Maiſter ar ze gudlie expart, 

In blude latting, oꝛ Inſicht in that Art! 

He faid gude Schir J am expazt trewlie 

Ok euerie vaine within a mannis bodie, 

IJ knaw richt weill, oz zit in ane woman, 

In dꝛawing blude thairok greit cratt J can. 
Than faid the Knicht thaivef J am content, 
Cum on with me and ze fall haue payment. 
Sa the Barbour hame with the Knicht he wet, 
And be the gait he tauld him his Intent. 

And fa thay tome vnto the Knichtis ludgeing, 
Quhair his wife lay, fone thay gat entering. 
ibe laid gude dame get vp for ze mon riſe, 
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Quod ſcho gude Schir, fozſuith its not the gife 

Sa fone to riſe, fap ze that foꝛ ane mock ¢ 

It is ſcarce zit nyne houris gane of the clock. 

Tha ſaid ve Knicht dame riſe koꝛ sour awin gude 

On baith the armes ze mon be lattin blude. 

Scho faid gude Schir fen my Mother me hair 

Blude vpon me was lattin neuer mair. 

And now thairok fen J want confwetude, 

J haue na will koz to be lattin blude. 

Than faid the Knicht, kozſuith ze ar the war, 

To lat zow blude ſa lang that ze dekar. 

Think ze not on quhat faultis ze haue maid me 

Firſt ze hewit doun my Mobill plant and tre. 

Quhilt ze knew weill that J lude all the beſt, 

And fine ze knaw how that my hound se deft. 

And ziſterday sour kreindis being pꝛeſent, 

At the Tabill fa cruellie me ſchent. 

Gik J fuffer that ze do the fourt wang, 

In conſwetude and vſe fa ze fall gang. 

Mithin ſchozt time ze fall me fa conſtrane, 

To vtter ſchame, that J can noe rekrane: 

My ſelk fra ſchame, without J find remeid, 

And J find weill ſum fault is in sour Heid: 

Ok coꝛrupt blude, that mon be lattin out, 

And als wilde blude in sour bodie but dout. 

That fra thine furth se fall na mair beir blame 

Moꝛz anger me, noz zit put me to ſchame. 

Me caufit ſeruandis but ony mair abaid 

In the Chalmer ane greit fire to be maid. 

Scho ſeing that {eho trowit without remeid 

Into that fire foe to be brint to deid. 

Cha cryit ſcho loud foꝛ Gods ſaik grant mercie 

And J pꝛomit sow a thing faithfullic. g a0 
— — n all 
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In all mp dapis J fall sow neuer greik, 
Sa this ane time that ze will me releik. 
And haue pietie, J grant J did treſpas, 
Thairkoir gude Schir mercie at sow J as. 
Than ſaid the Knicht be him that mercie maid 
Streich ze not kurth zour arme but mair abaid: 
Quhair J Intend bot of sour blude haue part, 
J fall haue all the hart blude at sour hart. 
To the Barbour alfo he ſaid in plane, 
Se that ze cut ane greit hoill in the vane. 
D2 be Sanct Geoꝛge the fame thing ze fall haue 
For Jour rewaird, that ſcho ſuld now reſſaue. 
The Barbour ſeeing he gat fa ſair ane charge, 
De maid ane woũd, that was baith deip ¢ large 
On that ane arme, quhill that the blude ran doũ 
Aboundantlie, and with greit effuſioun. 
Quhilk for to ſtanche the Knicht wald nathing 
Bot rather bad mak mair larger the hoill (thoil 
Unto the time he ſaw hir change cullour, 
That wound to ſtanche he tauſit the Barbour 
And bad him ſtrike into that vther arme, 
Als grit ane woud, qubaivof be thocht na harme. 
Scho faid hulband haue mercie now on me, 
J am fa waik, J traiſt ſchoꝛtlie to die. 
Cha (aid the Knicht ze ſuld haue thocht on this 
Anis, twiſe, thꝛiſe, quhen ze committit mis. 
Quhilk cauſis me richt fair aganis my will, 
Ok zour wilde blude fa metill to fe ſpill, 
For J {ure sow He levis not vpon like, 
Chat wald haue dꝛawin fa much blude on my 
Except mpfel€ thairto had geuin confent, (wike 
But dout that ane of vs ſuld ſair repent. 
Bot at this time sour awin * wilkulnes, 

Hie . j. 
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es cauſit me on this maner zow dꝛes. 

Foz ze haue done fic wickit turnis thee, 

Quhatrkoir but dout that puneiſt ze mon be. 

Than the Barbour caufit hir lay kurth on bꝛeid 

That vther arme, that he micht caus hir bleid. 

And than he ſtraik vpon that vther fide 

Into hir arme ane wound baith deip and bꝛaid 

Quhill that the blude aboundantlie ran doun, 

That all beleuit that ſcho fuld fall in woun. 

THith ane waik voice {eho evpit richt pieteouſlie 

My ſweit huſband haue mercie now on nie. 

Foz J beleue becaus J am sour wike 

Ze couet not that J ſuld lois the like. 

Than faid the Knicht to the Barbour agane 

I think it beſt that now ze ſtanche zone vane 

Mow pꝛeſentlie, na mair ze lat it bleid, 

The Barbour faid, fa fall J Schir in deid. 

That being done, the Knicht he gaue command 

To his ſeruandis, that thay ſuld ſone kra hand 

Put hir in bed that ſcho micht get ſum reit, 

The Barbour faid gude Schir J think that heft, 

Than bad his wife remember in hir minde, 

In time bygane fa Ill ſcho was Inclinde. 

And mis amend, oz J hecht be the Rude, 

Do ze not fa, J fall fe sour hart blude. 

Than the Barbour at this gude eldering knicht 

Beſſauit his wage, and at him tuik gude nicht. 

Than the ſeruandis in minde thay thocht it beſt 

Chair awin huſie to put hir to ſum reſt. 

Sa in hir bed thay happit hir eſilie, 

Quhen thay beleuit nathing bot hir to die. 

Scho being laid fa foftlie in hir bed, 

Peuie at hart, richt faint and all kozbled. 
5 Ane 
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Ane damifell ſcho bad into all haiſt, 
Fetche hir Mother oz ſcho zeildit the Gaiſt. 
Quha in all haiſt that to hir Mother tald 
Zour dochter the ſpꝛeit ſcho will vpzald. 
And cum ze not, J fap to sou trewlie, 
Scho is fa faint, we trow all {eho fall die. 
Than the Mother Ingupyrit lecreitlie 
Quhat was the caus of hir Infſirmitie. 
The damiſell to hir the kaſſoun faid, 
Quhairof vc Mother was wonder blyith ¢ glaid 
That hir dochter fa trimlie was cozrectit, 
PHowbeit that ſcho the ſamin not ſuſpectit. 
Sa on ſcho come vnto hir dochters place, 
To conſidder the kaſſoun and the cace. f 
And als fone as ſcho hard hir Mother ſpeik, 
My ſweit Mother (ſaid ſcho) J sow beſeik, 
To fet sow doun and reſt at my bed Heid, 
Foz J beleue na thing bot onlie deid. 
Ok mp bodie fo muche blude J haue bled, 
That F on force behuiſit to tak bed. 
Thꝛow verie fault of kebilnes of blude, 
That of my life J trow to be denude. 
The Mother faid, my ſweit dochter and deir, 
Tauld J sow not ane woꝛd was not in weir: 
That ay auld men was ſchairp bitter and fell, 
Richt outrageous, diſpitekull and cruell. 
Mowbeit ſum time a fault thay wald ouirſe. 
Tit at the laſt thay wald it puneis hie. 
My dochter now ane queſtion J will ſpeir, 
Howbeit ze be richt waik now lyand heir. 
Tell me the treuth and oppin to me sour bzeiſt, 
In time cüming gif ze will luke the Pꝛeiſt. 
Quha faid agane, allace other lat be, 

: ij. 
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Ane warldis ſchame mot tak all Pꝛeiſtis foe me 
The heich vengeance of the greit God abuke, 
Mot quell thame all oz J ane of thame lute. 
Bot my hufband that is baith deir and [weit, 
Thair is na man in warld for me fa meit. 
The Mother faid, quhy ſuld ze haue diſpite 
At the pure Pꝛeiſt oꝛ giue him ony wite: 

For J beleue sour minde he neuer knew, 
Moꝛ in fic cate he did zom not perſew. 

Bot weil J knaw quhat thing vt gart zow dude, 
The wantones and aboundante of blude. 
Quhilk J beleue at this time now ze want, 
Foz ze behude haue ſum thing zow to dant, 
Mother (ſaid ſcho) J pꝛay zow let me reff, 
Abone all men my hulband J think belt, 

Che Maiſter ſaid than to the Empꝛeour, 
Schir haue ze tane this taill weill in ogdour: 
And conſiderit thatrot the moꝛall fence, 

The Empꝛeour ſaid Maiſter be my conſciente 
It is the beſt and wonder lekull taill 

That J haue hard this mony zeir but kaill. 
To hir hulband ſcho did ſchzewde turnis thee, 
Firſt ſcho cuttit his nobill tender tre: 

Sine flew his hoũd quhilk was bot a dum beiſt 
And than thzidlie miſkaſſonit all the Feiſt. 
Gik he had thoillit the kourt foz to bene done, 
It ſuld haue bꝛocht him to conkuſioun fone. 
The Maiſter ſaid J counfall zow heirkoir, 
Cent to sour wife, gif hir evedence no moir. 
Sla ze zour fone (for hir woꝛdis) vnoffendit 
Te fall kozthink quhen ze can not amend it. 
The Empeour faid, J fay to sow trewlie, 


My fone this day foz sour faik fall not die. 8 
UT, E 
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Che Mailler laid, J thank sour Mobill grace, 
Chat for my faik hes pardonit him fic pare. 
Sa tuik his leik, as culd him weill effeir, 
And fa hamewart to his awin Hous culd ſpeir. 
Dz we peoceid now to the Empꝛice taill ö 
Sum we will talk ok the Doctouris but kaill. 


IMORALITAS. 
E map perſaue now be this tatlt 
Gude counſall is of greit auatll 
Quha that will tak it weill in held 
Fra vite to vertew it {all him leid 
And ay be reulit with une gude reid, 
This is korſuith but kaill. 


Gude counfall is ane pretious thing 
Outher to Empreour or King 
It lattis all thing for to ga wrang 
The King nor Empreour neuer rang 
And git thay want gude courfall lang 
With reule thay fall not ring. 


All greit perrellis it ſettis on ſyde 
With wildome it dois all prouyde, 
Gov it grantis tu all veqrets 
Bot mony fa falt fra it fleis 
Auhill thay he fet vpon thatr kneis 
Thay baue na graute to gyde. 


This zoung woman had fate offenvit 
Gik hir Mother had convifcenvtt 
To hir dochteris vnwile confatt, 
In hir contrair {eho maty vebatt 
And gart it gang ane vther guit 
Gude counfall fa Wefenvit. 


The Mother was greit till allow, 
That caulit hir dochter till hir bow, 
Throw gude counfall ants, twyſe and thryſe, 
Saping dochter and thow he wyſe 
Tak not in hand fie Interpryſe 
Except thow it auow. 142 
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And fa he counfall of bir Baume 
Scho continewit hir glaikit game 
Mowbeit {cho rang in rampand rage, 
Gude counfall caufit hir to allwage, 
Guphill that the Barbour for his wage 
Maty hir meik as a Lam, 


Sap ze not hot it was deſpyte 
PHirit cut the tre, the hound to {mpte, 
Syne calt the Tabill fa rekleflie 
ow can {cho weill extuſit he 
Scho was wyteles a lytill we 
Mantones had the wyte. 


And heit of blude was aboundant, 
Guhnirok {um part {eho micht weill want 
Wir Hufhand than tutk weill in heid 
How he thatrof fuld get remeid 
GAuhair hir blude was he laid cauld leid, 
And this way culd hir dant. 


Sa quhen the Mother come to fe 
Guhidder git {cho wald leik or die 
Guba {aid dochter for my requeilt 
Now lay thy hand to thy awin breilt 
And fe gik thai will luke the Preilt 
Ceis Mother lat that he, 


Dor hat not bene sour gude counfell 
But recure J had {chamit my fell, 
And as ze ken J was richt thra 
For all sour ſawis, to cum thairkra, 
Pow thank{s to God it is not fa, 
Gude counfall beiris the bell. 


The Preiſt of all this was wyteles 
Ot my baudrie and brukilnes 
For he thatrof neuer thing knew 
Por J to him fic thing not ſchew 
Bot was in purpois to perſew 
Thairkoir he was ſaikles. 


Zoung wemen heirkoir in zour fluuris 
Thocht ze think pryde of Paramouris 


Tak heir 
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Tak heir exampill how J am, 
And fet on ſyde ſit ſawreles game 
Or ze fall fatr repent the fame 
The tyme was myne as zouris. 


Ze auld men that ar cum to age 
Zoung wemen inte Mariage 
In na maner is for zow meit 
Thay ar wantoun and full of heit 
To jo is four that thay think (weit 
And kant to get for wage. 


Thairkuir in tyme ze tule correct thame 
With aw and laubour ze fulv hrek thame 
Let thame not braull on euerte bink. 
Tor as ze brew fa fall ze drink 
Perchante haue mater to forthink 
And greit caus to fulpect thame. 


To this talking ze {uly tak tent 
Or ekterwart ze fall repent 
QAuhen ze ar maid Johne Chomsounis man 
Than fall ze braull, than fall ze ban 
And gußen remeld nane find ze can 
Bot all with ſchume outrichent, 


Now ge ar warnit, J bid adew 
Ale ar ouir gude qubatr we ar trew, 
Thair is ouir few is fatthfull found 
Sum cuttis the tre, same killis the hound, 
Sum caftis the Tabill to the ground 
As J did, that J rew. 


¶ Ane praife to the fourt Doctour. 


AVD E, honour, praiſe, and thankis ane hunder fald 
To the Doctour for the Taill thow hes tald, 
That ſauit hes the Chyldis lyfe for ane day, 
And quenched hes the Empreouris boiſt ſa bald 
In greit malice, quha that but mercie wald 
His awin fone flaine, bot thow him caufit fay nay 
Thocht zone quick Feind dois all that euer {cho may 
To haue him flaine, bot we fall all defy hir 
Within few dayis on reid weir we fall cry hir. 
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a Emprice heiring p* child zit was not deid 
Ane new confait than tuik ſcho in hir Heid, 
Throw all the toun gart fle in alkin artis 
The cavage Hoes vat wald draw wanis & cartis 
And fillit the lame with alkin kinde of geir, 
Dic Oznamentis and clais that ſcho fuld weir. 
Maid hir to pas unto hir Father hame, 
Saying ſcho wald na langer thoill fic ſchame. 
As lcho did daylie that all man micht fe, 
And thatrupon culd not reuengeit be. 
Quhairkoir ſcho wald at hir father feik mendis 
Quhome on ſcho faid all hir hope clene dependis 
The ſeruandis fa perſauing hir Intent 
To the Empꝛeour thay ſchew Intontinent. 
Quha pat to hir in haiſt but mair pꝛoces 
Inquirit the caus ok all fic beſines. 
Quhair mark ze to, oz quhidder will ze go 
Quhat is the caus that ze ar muifit fo? 
Scho ſayis J will but ony mair delay, 
To my Father the hie gait mak the way. 
Quhair J map haue baith ſolace mirth ¢ game 
Bot now J haue the contrair of the fame, 
Thairkoir J mon perſew quhair J map get it, 
Foz at this time ze gar me quyte foꝛzet it. 
The Empꝛeour faid will ze get mair folace 
Moꝛ hide with me, J trow into na place. 
For J had hope thair was na man on like 
Tas better lude noe J with his awin wife, 
Mow J perſaue the verray clene contraiv, 
That bownis away in vther place to fair. 
Scho laid my Loyd, fog that caus J depart 
For F lufe sow with fa pevfite ane hart, 25 
hat 


SEAGES. 157 


Chat J rather of sour deith to heir tell, 

Noz be pꝛeſent, and koz to fe it my fell. 

DE sour Maiſteris e tak far mair delite, 

Co heir thair taillis all tauld in my deſpite: 
That J am quite put furth of sour credence 
Te gif to thame fa Inwart attendente. 
Thairkoir it fall chance zow oz all be gane 
Far woꝛſe noꝛ did unto Octauiane, 

Quhilt this Impire as ze now pꝛeſentlie 

Dad foꝛ to gyde, and deit in miferic. 

Me was fa kals, and als fa couetous, 

Chat his ſubiectis held him fa odious. 

Chap war conſtranit for his greit falfitic 

To eird him quick for all his dignitie, 
Becaus Ilk man fa couetous did him Hold, 
Chap set his mouth full of het meltit gold. 
To quhome (quod he) let not fic thing be faid, 
Chat of falfet the blame to me be laid. 

Scho laid but dout the blame lyis all in sow, 
Foꝛ day be day all time ze gar me trow 

Sour Sone fuld die, and zit he leuand is, 

And weill ze knaw that he did me greit mis. 
Thairkoir helene that farther mair from hence, 
In that behalf J giue zom na credence, 

The Empꝛeour ſaid it betũmis not ane King, 
Without counſall to diſcus euerie thing. 

And in ſpetiall for to giue Judgement 

On my awin fone without gude auiſement. 
Thairkoir Madame J pray sou hartkullie, 
That ze wald ſchaw ſum gude exampill to me: 
Quhairthꝛow J may my realme with wildome 
And to mp ſelk ane eſie lite pꝛouyde. (gvde 
Scho ſaid J fall ane ſtozie to zom ſchaw, 
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Quhairby ze may weill and perſitelie knaw 

To reule sour Realme, and hald zour ſelk perfite 

Sa ze will mak sow of the ſeuin Maiſteris quite 

ME thair counfall ze av ouir couetous 

And of thair taillis ze ar ouir deſirous. 

Zit not the les my taill kurth fall J fap, 

And gif ze pleis the fentence beir away. 

Beet our dapis thair was baith hard c fence 
Kingis, Empꝛeouris into this toun hes bene 

Amang the reſt J remember on ane 

Quhilt callit was to Mame Octauiane. 

Sa couctous as he was to win gold, 

J neuer red ane koꝛmit on the mold, 

The Cictisanis that time as J hard ſax 

Thay had greit weiris with all about thẽ lay, 

And all Matiounis richt cruellie thay dantit, 

Quhair thay tribute oꝛ ony manrent wantit. 

Quhill that it come to fic het point of weir. 

That all Matiounis in thair contrair did ſteir. 

In that meane time pair was ane maiſter Clark 

Dwelling in Rome, richt cunning in his wark. 

Callit Uirgill, the qubilk in Arlmetrik, 

Me was fa fle, that nane was found him fik. 

Che Cietizanis this Clark thay did require, 

That he wald wirk, ¢ win fra thame gude hire 

To finde ſum way be his crakt and cunning 

Foz to Ingraue ſum Image oz fic thing, 

Ok his pꝛetik, Ingine oz Induſtrie, 

Subtell ſcience, og zit Mycromanſie. 

Quhairby vt thay micht haue perfite knawledge, 

Quhen Enemeis to weirkair maid vevage: 

And to eſchew fra all aduerſitie, 

And ſeik koꝛdwart thair awin pꝛoſperitie. 

Quhairby 
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Foz gude 02 euill quhidder that it did chance, 
The Cietizans than with this cunning Clark 
Maid ane accoꝛd, and fa fell to his wark. 
Mithin the toun he buyldit vp ane Towze, 
ME ane greit hicht, and als of greit valour, 
And fet vpon the ſamin Towzis Heid, 
Gzeit Images of Irne, Tin, beas and Leid. 
To the number be thair awin difcviptiounis, 
As thair was than in all the warld of Regiovis 
In the middis of that ſamin Towze of hicht. 
Ane greit Image he fet to all mannis ſicht. 
And in the hand it bure ane goldin ball, 
As it ſuld bene the Maiſter of thame all. 
And Ilk ane had ok the reſt be thame fell, 
Into thair hand ane lytill ringand bell, 
And turnit thair face to the fame Regioun, 
To thame aflignit, and tuik dominioun. 
Gif ony Realme oꝛ Regioun vp wald rife, 
In contrair Rome, oꝛ rebell ony wiſe. 
Chan that Image to ony Ilk Regioun, 
It had reſpect, oꝛ zit dominioun 
ald mufe the face, and alſo ring the bell, 
And thame to warne it wald not faill to tell 
Than the Romanis oꝛ ony fais wiſt, 
That rebellioun vais koꝛ to reſiſt. 
And armour them into all faitis of weir, 
As thame become, oz to thame culd effeir. 
And fa ſmall land thaiv was in Chziſtindome 
Bot be that way was maid fubiect to Rome. 
Quhairthzom vai wa grit wozſchip c honours 
Duiv all the warld thay war callit conquerours 
This being done this nobill cunning Clark, 
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In Bomes toun he maid ane vther wack. 
Mubilk was ane fice continuallie burning, 
Baith nicht and day, and neuer had flokning. 
To the pepill being ane greit comfoat, 
Solace and mirth, blyithnes and mekill ſpoꝛt. 
Twa bathing fattis he maid within the toun, 
To commountie greit confolatioun, 
The ane was cauld, pꝛeparit for ſimmer ſeſſoun 
The vther het, for winter quhilk was reſſoun. 
Gik ony man his bodie wald rekreſche, 
as to that ane, thairwith he micht him weſche 
Betuix thir Bathis, and this continuall licht, 
Ane Image maid of greit ſtature and hicht. 
TMith fic Ingine, fa lang as thair it ſtude 
Che five fuld birne, and ay the Bathis do gude. 
In quhais koirheid was wzitin with letters fine 
Quha ſtrykis me doun greit treaſure fal vai tine 
And mair atouir it may fall fic ane chance, 
Quhen pai haue done to tak ane greit vengeãce 
This Image was maid with fic craktines, 
Till that it ſtude, and thoilland na diſtres. 
The five leſtit, and neuer mair seid out, 
The baths twa ſtude in vair awin ply but dout 
Quhill at the laſt ane cunning Clerk come by, 
And this Image pertitelie culd eſpy. 
The wꝛyting red, and to him ſelk he faid, 
Quhat kin vengeante can on ane man be laid. 
D2 quhat treaſure may ony man now tines 
That ſtrykis the doun, oꝛ puttis the to ruine. 
Bot J beleue rather hid koz to be, 
Under thy feit ſum greit ſowmes of monie. 
Sum riche Jowellis of gold oz ſum treaſour, 
That thow art fa ſet vp with fic Honour, a 
his 
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This J beleue, and is the liklyeſt, 

And fa at ſchozt that Image doun he keit, 

To that effect ſum treaſure to obtene, 

Bot nane he gat, becaus nane thair had bene. 
Bot fa fone as that Image fell but dout, 
Intontinent the fire was quenchit out. 

The Baths twa was vaniſchit out of ficht, 
Did neuer gude, noz efter had na micht. 

The pure pepill heirof was wonder ſozie, 
That thay war fa deſtitute of fic gloꝛie. 

Baith of thair Baths, and ok thair leſtand licht 
Quhiltz to thame did greit comfort day ¢ nicht 
Saving Ilt ane with loude voice to the air, 
Curſt mot he be foz now and euer mair, 

That vs fa quyte of comfort hes maid clene, 
That we fa lang in conſwetude hes bene. 

Foz his pleſure and pꝛokeit ſingulair, 

Tn be to him with ſturt and mekill cair. 
Tit not the les thair treaſure gat he none, 

And our plefures all quyte away is gone. 

In this meane time was leuand Kingis thee, 
To quhome Romanis had done greit vilanie, 
Be greit murther and malice thame moleſt,. 
THith cruell weiris, and flauchter thame oppꝛeſt 
On quhome thay wald richt kane reuẽgeit bene 
Sa to counfall thir thee Kingis did conuene. 
With vair Barroũs, pair Loꝛds ¢ pair knichts 
And vthers men of greit wildome and michts. 
How that thay micht on Rome reuengeit be, 
Foz thair flauchter and thair greit vilanie: 
Unto thame done in diuers times went, 

And culd na way on thame get allythment. 
Quhen diuers dayis thay had at counfall bene 
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Sum ok thame faid this auaillis not ane pꝛene, 
Chair michtis is fav abone all our puiſſance, 
Thairkoir we think lum vther conuoyante: 
THe mon attempt, and new confaitis conſidder, 
Thairkoir lat all our wittis now ga togidder. 
Than four auld Knichtis vi was of coũſall gude 
Befoir thair King and Loꝛdis vp thay ſtude, ö 
Saving thir woꝛdis we think we wirk in vane, 
On this mater fa lang for to remaine. 

Foz treuth it is quhil vair greit towre vpſtandis 
With Images and bellis into thaiv handis, 
Quhilk warnis the quhen ony Begioũ will rife, 
In thair contrair, than pas thay to deuiſe a 
Remeid thairkoiz, quhat land aganis them fteivis 
ith all defence, and cruell fait of weiris. 

Sa we mon rin vpon ane vther burde, 

Eſchew the deip, and caſt vs to the furde, 

Than laid the Kingis quhat think ze beſt to do. 
Quod thay pleis ze our counfall to ſtand to, 

Sa that ze will thairon to mak the coiſt, 

le fall sow pleis, oꝛ ellis our heidis be loiſt. 
Than faid the Kingis for coiſt fe ze not ſpair, 
Thairok ze fall be anſwerit and fav mair. 

Than faid the Knichtis foz the mater ſtandis tous 
Octauiane ze knaw is couetous, N 
And lufis gold ze ken abone meafure, 

Thairkoir he mon be blindit with treaſure. 

The ſicht of gold will gar him fa Inclinde, 

To all our ſawis, he hes gold fa in minde. 
JPakkit richt weill four Punſiounis to the heid 
%e mon furneis of cuinzeit gold fa reid. 

THith gude conuoy and oꝛdourlie expente, 


Quhill that we get the Empꝛeouris preſence. 
This 
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This being done, get ze not zour Intent 
Ile fall all four tine landis life and rent. 
The Kingis laid, go to it fall be done, 
Chap maid fozdwart, the gold was gottin fone 
Four Cull punſiounis of gold that was fa bzicht 
To Romes toun thay bꝛocht within the nicht. 
Ma ma knawing quhat thair within was clofit 
To thair purpois quhen vai the thocht difpofit 
Chir four Punſiounis into four findeie artis 
In Romes toun thay hid at diuers partis, 
Sum in Fuleis, in draw wellis and in dykis, 
Laich in the eird, and ſum thap fank in ſykis. 
This being done, thay come in qupetlie, 
To thair hoſtage, and lay doun pꝛeuilie. 
And on the mone at time of day thay vais, 
With gude Intent, and to the alice gais. 
And fa belyue as thay paſt vp the ſtreit, 
It chancit thame the Empzeour foe to meit. 
Chap hailſit him with reuerence as effetvit, 
Agane at thame richt patientlie he ſpeirit: 
From gubece thay come, oꝛ quhat ſeruice culd do 
To quhat ſcience thay war maiſt abill to. 
Quha anfwerit him into thair bet maneir, 
From far countreis to sour grace cumin heir. 
Te ar fpa men, ſuithſayaris and deuinouris, 
To ſerue sour grace, and als sour counſallouris. 
And can diſcus all dꝛeames fa cunninglie, 
And tell thatrok the treuth and veritie. 
And all hid geir that is put out of ſicht: 
Te can it find, and thairto ga at richt. 
Be our awin dꝛeames our crattis and Ingine, 
Thocht it war hid ane thoufand zeiris fine, 
And we haue hard that zour arate | es pleſure 

. J. 
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In fic bebalfis, and thaivon takis cure. 

And gif sour grate at vs fic will require, 

Tie ar reddy to fulfill sour deſire. 

Be day oꝛ nicht into all kinde of ſoꝛt. 

IAith hart and minde sour grace foz to comkoꝛt. 
The Empꝛeour than conſidering in his minde, 
how thir four men ta fic thingis was Inclinde 
And knew richt weill that into Romes Cietie 
Gꝛeit ſowmes of gold was hid richt quietlie. 
Quhairok he culd get na pevfite knawledge, 
Except fic men as thir he had in wage. 

Sa couctice and gredynes of geir, 

Maiſtie credence, quhilk all men ſuld kozbeir. 
Blindit his thocht, and cauſit his wittis foꝛuey 
Gart him ouir fone to thair bidding obey. 

And fa at ſchoꝛt the Empꝛeour is aggeeit, 
Uith thir four men, and kaithkullie thame keit. 
Quhome to he faid, gude ſchirs J wil sow pꝛuke 
And gif ze be fic men for my behuke 

As ze haue faid, ze fall haue gude rewaird, 

Ilk ane of sow but dout fall be ane Laird, 

And Intreitit with thankis into my hous 
Amang my Loꝛdis, with giftis glozious. 

Chap (aid agane and pleis sour Maieſtie 

Ma maic rewaird at sour grace couet we 

Bot the ane halk of that we do obtene, 

Under the eird, as fall be cleirlie ſene: 

Be our Ingine, our dꝛeamis and our llichtis 
CHithin few zeiris we mark to med zour michtis 
The Empreour ſaid go do as ze deuiſe, 

Te tak on hand ane honeſt Interpꝛiſe. 

Than laid thay all vnto the Empꝛeour, 


This nicht my Loꝛd gik it war zour pleſour es 
o 
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Co the eldeſt of vs four to grant leik, 

Mis clene cunning the ſamin nicht to pꝛeik. 

Be his awin dꝛeame quhat he can compꝛehend 

And quhat thaivof fall be the finall end. 

And thaivetter we fall in dapis thee, 

Schaw to sour grace thairok the veritie. 

Quhat it betakins, and quhat thairok fall cum, 

To sour pleſure ze fall knaw all and ſum. 

The Empeour faid, go to J am content, 

Sa tuik gude nicht, and all four kurth vai went 

Merie in hart, richt wonder blyith and glaid, 

Sa gude anfwer that thay obtenit had. 

Paſt furth that time in frome and deriſioun, 

Beleuing weill the greit towze to get doun. 

Chee davis and nichts being paſt and compleit 

Chir four keſt them with the Empꝛeour to meit 

The eldeſt faid, and pleis sour Mobill grate, 

To pas with vs, and we fall ſchaw the place 

Quhair that ane twn of reid gold (pis hid 

The Empꝛeour faid J will do as ze bid. 

Than haiſtelie thay come vnto the place 

Che eldeſt faid and pleis sour Mobill grace 

As J helene thair is of gold fa cleiv, 

Ane tun ſtreik full in this place lyand heir. 

Euin fa my dꝛeame to me forluith it ſchew, 

And J dout not bot we fall find it trew. 

Than thay all four to delt thay fell fra hand, 

And as he faid, richt fa the gold thay fand, 

Quhilk dold bekoir into the famin place 

Thame felfis had hid, ago bot ane ſchoꝛt ſpace 

Tit not the les the Empꝛeouris fantaſie 

Trowit thay had found the gold in veritie. 

Quhilk quhen he ſaw, he was aio wõder glaid 
. J. 
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THith mirrie cheir, and to thame four he laid, 

Ok this found gold the ane halk ze fall haue, 

The vther half J fall caus to reſſaue. 

The nixt dꝛeamer faid to the Empꝛeour, 

Mow fallis to me, gif it be sour pleſour, 

My nicht about to dꝛeame gif J can find, 

Onyx mair gold, git ſum be left behind. 

The Empꝛeour faid god fend som fic kurtherãce 

As this Ilk day sour bꝛother gat thꝛow chance 

The nixt nicht come, and ficlike did the day, 

This nixt dꝛeamer to the Empꝛeour can fap. 

Be of comkoꝛt, and gik it pleis sour grace, 

This nicht J dꝛeamit of maiv gold in ane place 

Quhilk in ſchozt time sour nobil grace fal knaw 

And godwilling the fame fall to sow ſchaw. 

And fa he did, quhairok he was richt blyith, 

Quhome to glaidlie thempꝛeour faid ful ſwvith 

Tak sour awin part, and J fall tak the vther,. 

Foz ze haue done als weill as did sour brother. 

Sa did the theid on the famin Fk wife, 

Aifwa the fourt tuik the fame Interpꝛiſe. 

Ilk ane of thame fand to the Empꝛeour 

Ane tion of gold, with riches and treaſour. 

Chap cauſit the King to thame giue confidence 

As thay had found the gold be thair ſcience 

Them ſellis did hide that gold under the groũd 

And cauſit all trom the fame that pai had found 

The Empꝛeour fa with gold he was begylit, 

And with thair flicht and ſcience was ouirſylit. 

Motwithſtanding the ane half he thame gaue 

Ma wapis traiſting that he fuld thame diſſaue. 

And quhen ather of thame had tane thaiv part 
The Empeour was richt Jocund in his hart. 


He 
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He thame auancit, and ſaid pai war maiſt trew 
Ok ſuithſaxaris, that euer he zit knew: 

And maiſt expart into thair awin frience, 

That euer was, be his Intelligence. 

Chap perſauing the Empꝛeour was content 
Ok thair doingis, thay ſaid with ane conſent, 
My Lod we haue Ilk ane our nicht about, 
Dzeamit our dzeames, quhilk ze haue hard but 
Ok verie treuth, and hes pꝛeuit in deid (dout 
Zit karthermair will ze thoill vs pꝛoceid, 

That we all kour togidder dꝛeame this nicht 
Sa fall aur dꝛeame haue the mair ſtrẽth ¢ micht 
Te traiſt gif thair within this Cietie be 

Onvy hid gold, greit Jowellis oz monie, 

THe fall it haue be our dꝛeames and Ingine, 
Thocht it war hid ane thoufand seivis fine, 
Quhairthꝛow sour grace falbe enrichit wi gold, 
That sour compair fall not be on the mold. 
And we dout not, bot richt weill underſtandis 
That thair is gold ten thoufand ol thoufandis 
Mithin the wallis hid of the fame Cietie, 
Quhairok but dout gude knawledge get fall we. 
The Empꝛeour faid go to J am content, 

Sa that ze find quhair thair is gold and rent. 
Chap tuik gude nicht all four and faid adem 
Except the ſelfis was nane thair mindes knew. 
Sa on the mozne appꝛoching the nynt hour, 
Chap come all four befoir the Empꝛeour. 
Quhome to thay faid with gudlie countenance 
My Loꝛd be bipith, for we haue gude tythance. 
Foz we all four hes dꝛeamit this ſamin nicht 
Intill our ſleip we haue ſene fic ane ficht, 

Ok birnand gold ſa wonder greit plentie 
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So muche at anis J trow few ſaw with Ee. 

ill ze ſuffer the ſamin to be ſocht 

To sour pꝛokeit but baid it fal be bꝛocht. 

Than fall ze haue of gold fic aboundance, 

That all the warld for gold fall sow auance. 

Ok the greit Towꝛe (quod thay) into the groũd 

All this riches of gold is to be found, 

The Empzeour faid the greit God me defend, 

To fic ane wark that J neuer Intend. 

The michtie towze quhair pt the Image ſlandis, 

Foz to put doun with ony mennis handis. 

Quhilk was buploit be Clerkis fa bounteous, 

Sa done coiſtlie of ſowmes fa ſumpteous, 

Als warnis vs be thaiv fall bellis ringing, 

Ok enemeis gif thay be vpꝛyſing. 

Ok all Regiounis outher be far oz neir, 

Gik thay pꝛetend aganis vs to mak weir. 

Thairkoir J can be na way giue conſent, 

To ſteir that towze for onp gold oꝛ rent. 

Chap faid my Loꝛd haue se not found all trew, 

That we all kour in ony ſoꝛt zow ſchew. 

Me faid sour wit and ſcience J commend, 

And als sour treuth ſurelie J will defend. 

Also sour craft, zour lawtie and Honour, 

Bot J can not conſent to tuitche the towze: 

Quhiltz is to vs greit confolatioun, 

J will not thoill na way to put it doun. 

Chap ſaid my Loꝛd will ze giue vs credence, 

TUith our awin handis, ¢ on our awin expence, 

We fall not faill to obtene the treaſour, 

And in na foet thairby to hurt the tome, 

Moꝛ Images, noꝛ zit the bellis that ringis, 

To faue all fic we can do ſindzie thingis. 10 
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Ce fall it do fa quyetlie in the nicht, 

Nane bot we four thairot fall get ane ſicht. 

Gik it be done on day licht patientlie, 

Che pepill than ſuld cry out oppinlie, 

And rumour riſe, out thꝛow the haill Regioun, 
Chat ze for gold ſuld tak the greit towze doun. 
Te fall wirk fa that nouther ground noz towze 
Sall thoill diſtres 02 zit tak diſpleſour. 

The Empꝛeour ſaid quhen all folkis av at reſt, 
To find the gold go do as ze think beſt. 

And J the moꝛzne fall cum and veſie so, 
Quhat gold ze get, and quhair ze wirk c how. 
Tak thair my Ring for ane takin expꝛes 
Clithin the towze that ze get glaid entres. 
Chir four come on at euin quhen it was lait, 
Unto the towze thay mak the neireſt gait. 
Callit the Capitane, the Ring vnto him ſchew, 
Quha ſaid to them, the Ring richt weil he knew 
Pe them inquirit quhat was thair greit credence 
And thay him ſchew the haill taill and ſentence. 
And fa at ſchoꝛt thir four fell ta labour, 

To pyke and holk, and vndermine the Towze. 
Quhill it had nouther power, ſtrenth noꝛ micht 
Mithin the dayis vnkallin to ſtand vp richt. 
This being done, on the thꝛid moe oz day, 
Chap lap on hoes, and pꝛiuelie ſtaill away: 

To thair awin land with greit blythnes dt Joy 
That fand the taſt that greit Towꝛe to deſtroy. 
Bot oꝛ thay wan furth of ſicht ol the toun, 
Chap ſlude all four c ſaw the tome fall doun. 
Sa on the moꝛne quhen all folk did vp vite, 
Chap ſaw the towee was fallin on fic ane wiſe. 


Che Senatouris thairot tuik — 
. III). 
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To the Empꝛeour the kaſſoun culd repozt. 

And ſaid gude Lozd, how hes occurrit this cace 

That our greit Towze is fallin in fa ſchozt fpace 

Quhilk daplie was our watche and comkozting 

Contrair our fais, and maid vs ay warning. 

Me anfwerit thame to me thair come four men, 

Quhilk of befoir J neuer did thame ken. 

And ſchew to me that thay war fuithfapavis, 

Bot now J fe that thay av all greit diſſaueris. 

And fwoir foz treuth, and alſo to me ſchew, 

Thꝛow pair dꝛeaming quhair gold was hid pat 

And gart me trow wein the towzis groũd (knew 

Ane thouſand million of reid gold ſuld be found 

And not hurting the Cow noꝛ sit Image, 

To do the fame J gaue thame gudelie wage. 

And fa to thame J gaue ouir greit credence 

Quhairthꝛow is fallin greit Inconuenience. 

Chap anſwerit him for sour greit couatice, 

Tour gredynes and birnand auarice, 

And foe sour luke to gold and greit delite, 

That se thairof had fic ane appetite. 

Sall we thairkoir be all deſtroyit at anis 

Map, the firſt wꝛaik fall fall vpon sour banis. 

But mair peoces to the Tolbuith him led. 

And on his bak thay ket him in ane bed, 

And poweit his mouth of meltit gold thair fow 

Saping to him tak the aneuch ok it now. 

Chow couet gold with fa gredie defive, 

Thow hes vs tynt and all the haill Impire, 

Fulfill thy tut of gold quhilk thow fall haue. 

This being done, thay put him quick in graue. 

Foz gredynes of gold this was his end, 

Quhil at his deid ane myte micht not him 3 
Zot 
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Mot lang efter come on thir Kingis thee, 

All in weirfaiv, with prepotent armie, 

Knawing richt weill the towze was caflin doun 
And fa thay laid ane greit ſeige to the toun, 
Quhilt thay ouircome, € keſt doun clene ye wall 
And fa at ſchoꝛt Rome was deſtropit all. 

The Empzice faid haue ze tane weill my Lod 
Chir woꝛdis in Heid that J now did recoꝛd, 
Thankis sow kozſuith, thairkoir Madame faid 
Foz ze haue tauld ane nobill taill to me. (he 
Than culd ſcho fap this towze with the Image 
Betakins nocht bot thair awin perfonage, 

Foz luik fa lang as 3 leif in this life, 

Chair is na Kings that dar rais weir noꝛ ſtrike 
In sour contrair, 02 zit within sour land, 

Sa lang as ze is now on like leuand. 

And that zour fone dois wonder weill confidder 
CHith the counfall of his Maiſters togidder. 
Tith thair fals taillis and fenseit narratioun, 
How thay fall find the way to put zow doun. 
Ouir greit pleſure to heir thame ay ze haue, 
And thair minde is but dout zow to diſſaue. 
As thir four men this Towze to ruine bꝛocht, 
Chir Maiſters fa wald being sow euin to nocht 
And vndermine and caſt zow vnder fute, 

Chis is the caus thay daylie to som fute. 

The Images that fa greit money coiſt, 

Is sour kyue wittis, quhilk thay beleue is loiſt. 
Foz fa barnelike and foft thay zom perſaue, 
The haill Impire fra sow fa wald thay haue. 
The Empꝛeour faid that Ilk taill that ze tell, 
J perfaue weill may be tald be my fell. 
Thairfoir thay fall not mak ok me the towze, 
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Moꝛz zit change me as did that Empꝛeour. 

All is falfet that thay deill with J fe, 

Thairkoir the moꝛne my Sone fall hangit be. 

The Emprice faid, will ze zour Sone gar hang 

Te falbe blyith, kair weill and als leit lang. 

Sa the nixt day the Empzeour gaue command, 

To tak his Sone and hang him vp kra hand. 

To the Sallous as thay war him leidand, 

The Fykt Maiſter come kurth the way rydand. 

To the Palice he raid hard at the poiſt, 

Foz feiv and deeid that the Childe ſuld be loiſt. 

Quha come lawlie bekoir the Empzeour 

And on his kneis him Hailfit with Honour, 

Quha wit his face, and wald not on him luik 

Bot at him greit Indignatioun tuik. 

My Loꝛd he faid it is not sour Honour, 

My pure Hailfing to tak in diſpleſour. 

Thy cũming heir (quod he) J couet nocht, 

Moz thy hailſing, noe nane that heir it bꝛocht. 

Foz ze haue ſeruit at my hand all to die, 

Foz diſpleſure that ze haue done to me. 

De faid my Loꝛd J neuer did the deid 

Unto zour grace, to get fic to my meid. 

As koꝛ zour Sone, quhair ze ſay he is dum 

We reckin that vnto sour greit wiſdome. 

As ze will fe heirekter in few dayis, 

As to Jour wife quhair ze alledge and fapis: 

Be hir fapingis that he wald hir eſchamit. 

But dout thaivof he aw not to be blamit. 

Foz weill J wait thatrok he is wyteles, 

As is my felf, and of the fame faikles. 

Thairkoir mp Loꝛd fic thing beleue ze nocht, 

Foz the contrair to licht it fall be bꝛocht, 5 
02 
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For zour Sone is to vertew fa Inclinde, 

ZI wait fic vice was neuer in his minde. 

And gif ze will for sour wifes wilkull fawis, 
Undo sour Sone without pꝛotes of Lawis. 

It falbe woefe to zom noꝛ euer was 

To the Doctour and cunning Ppocras. 

That cauſit la the Doctour Galiene, 

bis Couſing deir, Maiſter of Medicine. 

The Empꝛeour faid, Maiſter tell me that taill 
Perchance it may fo2 sour cunning auaill. 
The Maiſter faid, gar call zour Sone agane, 
And all the ſuith J fall ſchaw som in plane. 
Unto sour grace gif J tald my narratioun, 

In the meane time sour fone fuld fuffer paſſioun. 
The Empeour than he caufit his ſeruands pas 
And put his ſone in pꝛeſoun quhair he was. 
And fa that day he chaipit fra the Gallous, 
The Maiſter tha tald furth his tail as followis 
The Maiſteris taill 02 we ſpeik karthermair, 
The Quenis taill ſum thing we mon declaiv. 


qMORALITAS. 


AY ze not bot this Podill Guene 

That ay bekoir fa gude hes bene 

Callit bir Lord fals hefotr bis Ene, fat oppinlie 
That he of falſet was not clene, reid ze and ſe. 


Im the beginning of hir lat Taill 
Guhair he fuld haue the Honour paill 
Judge ze git {cho viv till bim faill, in bir langage 
Co call hir King fa vyle ane thing, with greit gutrage. 


Bot wemen hes {ic conditioun, 
Guhen thay ar napit to want reſſoun 
Thay {pout than like ane Scorpioun by ordour clene 
Becaus quyte gane is Vileretioun, as did this Guene. 
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Allwa the Empreour far did faill 
Sum hid conditioun of {mall auatll 
Guhilk that he maid be his counfatll, to thair confent 
PForfuith ane King {uld wirk nathing, but autfement. 


Sua was fene of the caſting doun 
Ok the greit towre of Romes toun 


Guhair he maid preute compartioun, that nane did Knaw 
With vncouth men of {trange Natioun, as deid did ſchaw. 


Ze Lordis und Latrdis of greit honnur 
Do not ag did this Empreour 
Put all his hope inte treaſour, and greit riches 
And loilt his lyke within ane hour, kor gredynes. 


Mis gredynes fa weill was kend 
It walkit to the warldis end 
His fats guhome to he did offend, gat wit expres 
ow his pleſour was in treafour, and gredynes. 


Belpue thay fand ane quick Ingine 
Send him ane {ubtell bid propine 
Guhilk caulit him his honour tine, in lehort proces 
And put all Rome to greit ruine, kor gredynes. 


or ſtrungeris come with thar vaine wind 
And fals flatterie maid him fa blind, 
Sic guld and treafure thay {uly find, throw {ubtelnes 
That thay fa ſaid he was richt glaty, ‘for gredynes. 


Thay ſchew him thay had fic ſcience 
In dreaming fic expertente 
Gk gold tu get {ic tonfluente, be betten 
Bot he gaue outr hailtie credence, for gredynes. 


Qubilk cauſis greit milcheik to be 
As we may weill perfaue and le 
Gettis mailt credence quha belt ran nie, ‘throw fvichitnes 
Ot half ane taill thay will mak thre, for gredynes. 


And can bring ane taill of nucht 
And fay the thing that neuer was wrocht 
Nor neuer laid nor neuer thocht, of wilkulnes 
Sum giue it crevence euin us it docht, fur gredynes, 


And 
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And euin fa did the Empreour 
Gate fic credente onto thir four re 
To furneis gold and greit treafour, to his hien es 
Gaue thame leik to calt doun the Towre, for gredynes. 


Guhilk euer was to Romes toun 
Sit comfort and conſolatioun 
Git thay thocht gude ta lum Regioun, thay wald them dres, 
Bot zit the Towre was callin doun, for gredynes . 


It is une poplonit Peſtilente 
or to giue outr hailtie credente 
To ane taill not worth audience, throw hatltines 
The taill teller than tynes mente, kor gredynes. 


Thair is mony ma than anewm Gl Si 
Mill mak ane taill was neuer trew 
Nor zit thame {elf it neuer knew, bot as thay ges 
Sum will fay fals and efter rew, kor gredpnes. 


Chair is Viuers tynes thatr honour 
Chair worlchip, riches, and plefour 
Oft tymes in vaine makis greit Iluubour, with {mall Incres 
And oft is ordorit by gude ordour, for gredynes. 


or gredynes cauſis greit greit 
Inuy, Maltce, and mileheil 
Mlonp for Muttuun and for Bef, into mirknes 
Is hangit tyke ane commoun theik, for gredynes. 


Thatrfotr gude Schirs J hartlie pray zo 
Cat gredynes on ſyde far fra zow 
Mith Zocund minde pas and ga play zow, in merynes 
Thatr is na better charme J fay solv, for gredynes. 


Now thir thre Hingis quben thay did heir 
The Towre qubaivat thay {tude fic feir 
Mas callin doun hut ſcheild or ſpeir, throw wilynes 
In all halt maid thame to the weir, kor gredynes. 


For firlt thay fand ane wylie way 
Dor to put Rome in greit aftray 
And thocht thay wald it firſt allay, to get entres 
Tor thay wald mak it thair firſt pray, kor gredynes. 
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Beliue thay come and feiqett the toun a 
In all gude halt the wallis brak daun, 
And put thame {elfis in poſſeſſioun, with all blyithn es 
And fra the Emprenur rekt his Croun, for gredynes. 


Pow Schirs this is the fynall end 
To gredynes quba will pretend 
Guben thay can wot thame {elf defend, be man lynes 
Away with bengeance all dois wend, for gredynes. 


Thatr is twa pofntis into this taill 
Thame to furbeir is gude and haill, 
The firlt is grevynes but fafll, of guld and geir, 
Maiſtie credente oft tymes brewis baill, thir twa forbetr. 


¶ Ane reproche to the Emprice. 
O CATIVE Quene and cruell, and rute of all miſcheif, 
O fals flefche faint and fruell, greit grounder of all greif. 
Wyld rauins fall ryfe thy beif, wod dogis thy banis fal gnaw 
Or euer thow get releif, thy luddis fall thoill the Law. 
We fall gar all man knaw, and als perfytelie fe 
Thy deidis the treuth fall ſchaw of thy hid harlatrie. 


@ The Taill of the Fyft Maiſter. 
Ekoir this time ane Phiſitioun thair was, 
Ane cunning Clerk, and namit Bpocras, 
Quhilk in Phiſick and vther heich ſcience, 
Duir all vther he had pꝛeeminence. 
Als had with him ane kinſman of his awin 
Callit Galiene, gquhais cüning was weil knaw⸗ 
All his Ingine and wit he did apply, (in. 
To leir Phiſick, and the ſame occupy. 
As bis vncle at fic times had bekoir, 
Quhairthzow he wan greit Honour, laud ¢ gloir 
Bot in fo much Galiene was not fa ald, 
Zit he excellit his vncle monpfald: 
In Phiſick airt, and into Medicene, 
He was mair ſchairp and quicker ok Ingine. 
Than Ppotras perſauing in his hart, 5 
hat 
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That Galiene in crakt was fa erpart, 
Dꝛeiding thairkoir that he fuld him excell. 
And fra his gloir and pꝛokeit him expell. 
And thairkoir hid als mekill as he micht 
Fra Galiene, of the crakt hid the ſlicht. 
Than Galiene this weill he did perſaue, 
Keſt him daylie the mair and mair to haue 
Ok Phiſick aivt the mair he did obtene, 

On day mair than bekoir in kyktene. 
Quhairby the Doctour tuik in his confait, 
That Galiene ſuld grow to greiter ſtait. 
Thairfoir at him he had lurking Jnuy, 
Howhbeit he had na querrel, caus noz quhv. 
In this meane time the King of Ungarie 
Send his meflage with ſchippis thꝛow the fie 
Foz Ppocras, that he micht with him ſpeik, 
And cure his ſone that lay richt wonder ſeik 
Sa Ppocras the meflage did reſſaue, 
Partlie pꝛaping the meflingers him to haue 
Sum part excuſit vnto thair Mobill King, 
Foz he koꝛ eild micht mak na trauelling. 
Bot J fall fend mp Couſing and ſeruand, 
Quhat J will bid, that he fall tak on hand. 
Sa Galiene obepit his vncles will, 

And in all pointis the fame he did fulfill. 
And paſt his way unto that Mobill King, 
Quha was richt blyith ¢ glaid of his cũming. 
Bot he meruellit quhy come not Ppocras. 
Galiene faid that auld and waik he was 
Micht not trauell, for na trauell he vfit, 
Pꝛaving his grace foe to hald him exculit, 
And at that time had beſines ado, 

That he na way as than micht cum him to. 
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Bot in his ſteid he hes me to zow fend, 

THith help of God sour Sone fone fall J mend 

ME the quhilk thing the King was weill contẽt 

Than Galiene vnto the Chylde he went, 

Felt his Punſis, and als his Cine ſaw, 

Quhairby belyue his ſeiknes he did knaw. 

Incontinent than paſt he to the Quene, 

And ſaid Madame, zour ſeik Sone J haue ſene 

And J am cum vnto zour Mobill grace, 

Beleiking sow to heir me ſpeik ane ſpace. 

Tak na dildaine, thocht J now to som ſpeik, 

J tome to heill zour Sone that lyis ſeik. 

Scho ſaid gude Schir fay on quhat plefis sow, 

Foz ze will fay nocht bot the treuth J trom, 

Me fain Madame tell on and mak na lie 

Quha is the Father of sour Sone tell to me? 

Quha his Father (quod ſcho) quha bot * King? 

Quod he Madame, thair is not fic a thing. 

Mill ze fap fo (quod ſcho) for veritie, 

Zris want the heid J vow richt haiſtelie. 

Anis J ſaid ellis, and zit J fap agane, 

This King is not his Father in certane. 

J come not heir thairkoir to lois my brid, 

Mor zit Incur in my fault ony keid. 

Moꝛ J haue not deſeruit fic rewaird, 

Thocht J nane get, nathing J that regaird. 

Sa to the dure he maid him ſtraicht away, 

The Quene that ſaw, and till him can ſcho fay, 

O gude Maiſter ſa ze will keip ſecre 

J will som ſchaw, fa ze diſcouer not me. . 

Chan Galiene faid, Madame God me Defend, — 

Bot J fa do unto my lyues end. j 

Thairkoir to me, to ſchaw the treuth be . 
02 
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Foz it agane fall neuer mair be tald, 

In greiter thing sour grace fa fall J pleis, 

Tour fone mak haill, and put him weill to eis. 

Gik ze fa do, gude Maiſter than ſcho laid, 

Te will mak me richt wonder blyith and glaid. 

Ane gude rewaird of me fa fall ze haue, 

And of my Loꝛd ficlike ze will not craue. 

Thairkoir heir me till J haue ſaid ſum thing 

Upon ane time come to my Lod and King 

The King of Burgon, to pas the time with ſpoꝛt 

Quhat will ze mair to mak my taill now ſchort 

To zow Maiſter, as now J will not lie, 

ith me he gat this chylde in pꝛiuetie. 

Than Galiene laid, keir not and ſpeik no moir 

The taill J knew richt pevfitelic bekoir. 

Than to the Childe he pat Incontinent, 

And did him cure with ane richt Regiment. 

Quhat he fuld dzink, and qubat fuld be his meit 

later to dzink, and beik daylie to eit. 

Sa Galiene than within dayis thre, 

The Childe maid haill of his Infirmitie. 

Quhen that the King hard tell his fone was fre 

Ok all feiknes, and of all Maladie. 6 

To Galiene ane gude rewaird he gaue, 

Bot he the dowbill fra the Quene did reſſaue. 

With ſpeciall thankis, and efter ay credence, 

Sa tuik his leik, and hamewart he paſt hence. 

Quhen he come hame to his Eme Pypocras, 

At Galiene but tarry culd he as: 

How is the Childe that ze paſt foꝛ to fer 

Schir he is haill ok all ſeiknes, ſaid he. 

Than Ppocras Inquirit him to conclude, 

Quhat he him gaue to his oar and his fude, 
J. 
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ibe faid he gaue him oxin flefche to eit, 
Mater to dzink, this was his dzink and meit. 
Than Ppocras to Galiene faid fra hand, 
The Mother is not trew to hir hulband. 
Than Galiene faid, now Maiſter ſuith ze fap, 
Tith diſpleſour Bpocras paſt his way. 
Said to him ſelk with haitrent and Inuy, 
Neill J perſaue na man will fet me by 
Within ſchozt time, be na remedie found, 
Bot gupte to nocht mp cunning is confound, 
Be his cunning he fall not faill to be, 
Pꝛaiſit in his wark ten times abone me. 
And oz fa war, without J fand remeid, 
Rather J fall conſpire my Couſingis deid. 
Fra that time kurth Ppocras ay him dꝛeſt, 
How he micht get Galiene deid and ſuppꝛeſt. 
In a mowing Ppocras vp can riſe, 

Paſt to his Garth, as his vſe was and giſe. 
To Galiene laid with woꝛdis fair and meik, 
Mow let vs go in our garding and ſeik 
Perbes to be falf, that is of maiſt vertew, 
For as J wis thair is growing anew. 
Maiſter he faid, Jam reddy at hand, 
Quhat ze pleis beſt to do as ze command, 
Ppocras faid tak vy that herb fa grene, 

For it is full of vertew as J wene. 

And fa he did at his Maiſters command 

Me pullit the herb, and gaue it in his hand: 
And at his nois the ſawer thairok did fmell, 
This herb (ſaid he) ok herbis beiris the bell. 
Stoup doun agane and pull vp be the rute, 
Ok it J fall baith pꝛokeit get and krute, 

Foz J knaw weill it is richt wonder gude 


To 
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Co cuill Feuer, and to fem rynning blude 
Als ok vertew it is richt comkoztiue, 
To heill all Flux to ony man on liue. 
Sa Galiene na Ill hauing in minde, 
To pull the rute lawlie he did Inclinde. 
Quhilk wald not draw a lang tiwe wi his hand 
Than Ppocras abone him he culd ſtand, 
And with his knife he ſtruik him to the hart: 
Caus in ſcience he thocht him ouir expart. 
Sone efter this Ppocras tuik ſeiknes, 
Be want of blude, and of coꝛps kebilnes. 
Than keſt his buikis, ¢ ſocht his awin feience, 
Dim ſelk to help he culd get na defence, 
Than his Scollers in all haiſt come him till, 
And to him faid Maiſter qubat is sour will. 
be bad thame being ane twn of water kow, 
TAlith ane wömill a hundzeth hoillis boiv throw 
Quhen that was done thair went na water out 
Than Ppocras faid to thame Schirs but dout, 
This is the wzaith ok leuing God fa hie, 
That this miſchance hes ſufferit fall on me. 
As ze map fe, and wonder weill perfaue, 
Foz all is Juſt and woꝛthie that J haue. 
And as ze fe thair is into this tun 
Ane hundzeth hoillis with Jrins out theow run 
Thꝛow all thir hoillis thair gais not out a drop 
Bot as ze fe dois baith ſtand Hill and ſtop, 
Quhilk to nature is contrair euerie deill, 
Quhairby ze may all vnderſtand richt weill. 
Richt fa thir herbis for heill that ze gik me, 
May nathing help to my Infirmitie. 
Thairkoir quhat euer ze tak vpon me cure, 
It helpis nathing ze ma be verray ſure. 

. Ye 
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Foz weill J wait as now is na remeid, 

Bot for my mis J mon now byde the deid. 
Bot war Galiene my Meuo now leuand, 

be wald not faill to mak me Haill fra hand. 
Quhome J did kill theow malice and Inuy, 
Bot of that deid, richt fair repent now J. 
Thairkoir God hes be his Juſt oꝛdinante, 
Send vpon me this haiſtie fair vengeance. 

As be fa ſaid na ma woꝛdis than he tald, 

Bot turnit his bak, and vp the gaiſt he zald. 
The Maiſter laid, hes sour grace done confauc, 
The ſempill woꝛdis thar to som ſchawin J haue 
The Empꝛeour faid weill J perſaue the care, 
That Galiene was killit by Ppocras. 

Co Ppocras quhat hurt micht it haue bene, 
Quhat greit honour had cum to Galiene. 

Che Maiſter faid it micht be gude at all, 

Gif Ppocras to ſeiknes had bene theall, 

Than Galiene perchance micht kound remeid 
And at that time he fuld not fufferit deid. 
Thairkoir becaus him ſelk be Ill Intent 
Killit and put doun the verray Inſtrument 
Quhilk wald haue him fuppoetit in this fives, 
Te may perſaue in God the greit gudnes, 

And richt Judgemet, that fa dul maid his hart, 
That he culd not him ſelk help be na Art. 
Thairkoir my Lod it is euin fic ane tate. 
Betuix sour fone and sour awin Mobill grace 
And gif sour fone for sour wifes woꝛd ze fla 
Conſiddering weill ze wait ze haue na ma. 
Quhen he is deid, ze fall warie sour weird, 
And wald be kane to ſcart him out of eird. 
Quhen ze ar auld and may not help zour ſell 


We will 
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De will zow help the treuth J to zow tell. 
Thairkoir giue not fic credence to sour Quene, 
Scho will diſſaue zour grace quhen ze leiſt wene 
Conſidder weill this is sour ſecund wike, 

Se may haue ma Induring zit zour like. 
Amang thame all zit ze fall neuer haue 

Sa wife ane Sone nane of thame fall conſaue 
Sa verteous in wit dois mair pꝛecell, 

And in sour eild will faue zow fra perrell. 

Che Empreour faid, for that ze tell to me, 
Surelie this day my Sone he fall not die. 

Bot J perſaue and wonder weill dois mark, 
That wemen bene richt craktie in thair wark. 
And richt fubtell foꝛ to tyiſt ony man, 

As thay think gude, bot not the les quhat than. 
Foz my awin faik this day he fall not die, 
Quhen J haue neid J wait he will help me. 
The Maiſter ſaid, J thank sour nobill grace, 
Sa tuik his leik and paſt hame to his place. 
Quhen that this taill was tald to the Empꝛes 
Git ſcho was blyith the auditouris may ges. 
Scho ſchew hir lelk in minde Impatient, 

All that hir ſaw, beleuit that ſcho had went 
Qupte out of minde, and as ane bodie mad, 
And hir kyue wittis clene tynt away ſcho had. 
All that hir faw had pietie of hir cheir, 

Scho ſchoutit fa, that all the plate micht heir 
Sum of the Loadis to the Empꝛeour can ga 
And ſchew to him that it ſlude with hir fa. 
Chap ſaid my Loꝛd without ze find remeid, 
Tour Empꝛice will hir awin felf put to deid. 
Quhome to he paſt, and ſpeirit at hir quhairfoir 


Euerie day ze murne ay moir and moir. 
M. iij. 
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Scho faid my Lo J meruell in ane part, 
That J birſt not, and in twa bꝛekis my hart. 
J knaw J am the dochter ok ane King, 
And than sour wife, quhilk is ane greiter thing 
In all my dayis ſufferit J not fic ſchame, 
As J haue done, fen J come to sou hame. 
And euer mair ze pꝛomeis me ane mendis, 
And as ze do, God and the warld it kendis. 
The Empꝛeour faid J wait not quhat to do, 
Moz to quhat fide is beſt to turne me to. 
For day be day ze ſeik my Sonnis deid, 
And his Maiſteris, thairok thay ſeik remeid. 
Me is my Sone, that J beleue and knaw, 
Bot J can not the veritie sit ſchaw: 
Quhidder J fall to som gik mair credente, 
Than the Maiſteris with all thaiv greit ſcience 
Ze tell ane taill qubilk Jthink gude and fair, 
And thay ane vther, to zouris is plat contrair. 
Che Empꝛice faid that this is the verray thing 
That troubillis my hart, ¢ caufis my murning 
Betraus ze gik thame ay the mair credence, 
And to thair taill takis greiter attendence, 
Mor to mp taill, quhilk tellis the veritie, 
Quhilt ze fall ſair repent zit o2 ze die. 
And in few dayis ze will get fic rewaird, 
As did ane King reſſaue fra his Steward. 
The Empzeour faid, than tell me that taill fone 
Perchante sour will thaivefter may be done. 
Scho faid J fall begin with diligence, 
Bot J pray zow to gif me audience, 
With peirt viſage and countenance richt haill, 
On this kaſſoun began to tell hir taill. 
Lit o2 ſcho get of hir taill audience, 

N Sum 
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qMORALITAS. 


E may perfaue nom heir expres 
Te wemen the greit brukilnes, 


And of thair kynde the kittilnes, and {cho une Auene 
Wir awin preuitie vid confes, tu Galiene. 


At ſchort to him hir mynde hes ſehawin 
Ane Ring (cho hauing of hir awin 
Ane pither tuik bot laitlie knawin, and of the new 
Bot mony {fc drauchts thay baue drawin, that few men knew 


For ane time {eho mon be exculit 
Perauenture {cho will not ple it, 
As now {eho fall not he extuſit, J fay for me, 
Euin as ze find the furde fa rule it, quhat euer ze be. 


Amd let {fe quyet paukis ouir pas 
And fum thing fay of Ppocras 
Chat fa full of Inuy be was, but caus or quhy 
Galiene he (lew that was fa trew, throw pure Inuy. 


Ppocras clene J diſcommend 
Euer in hart for tu pretend 
Sa far to Galiene offend, as Him to la 
Bot he repentit at his end, that he did fa. 


The principall caus hetrof find 3 
That Ppocras hav fa greit Inuꝝ 
At Saliene, this was the quby, that Galiene wus 
Mair firme and {tahtl, in craft mair abill, nor Ppocras. 


Mpocras {uly haue had plefour 
That Galtene gat onyhonour a 
For he was Galienes Doctour, thatrfotr fay 3 
We fuld haue borne to him fauour, and not Inuy. 


Bot God of his greit Equitie 
Wald not thotll fic vnpuneiſt he 
Guhen Ppocras was in point to die, all his cunning 
Culv not than help hint worth ane le, at his enving. 


M. iiij. 
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We faty hav Galiene bene leuany, 
We culd haue Helpit him fra hand, 
Bot he wilt weill it was the wand, that God had ſend 
Wim fic Viltres, and greit fetknes, that nane culd mend, 


The hid Inuy and greit haitrent, 
That he had to this Innocent 
Culd not eſchew the punilchment, ok heuin fa hie 
Gude Schirs lay by all hid Inup, keip cheritie. 


Inup and cheritie ar contratr 
Thay can not in ane place repair 
Guhair cheritie is, ay God is thatr, withouttin fall 
Inuy was, and is euer mair, with breik and baill. 


It is the kountaine and the flude 
Ok ſchedding of all Innotent hluve, 
And is contrair to all gude, and is the rute 
Inup thairkoir fall neuer gloir, uk Joy the krute. 


Aquitine diltriues Inup tu be 
A man to haue ſturt Inwartlie 
Ot his Pichtbouris Jelicitie, withouttin caus 
The qubtlk is contrair cheritie, and Goddis Luwis. 


Boctourts wrytes thair is ane hill 
Callit Athnay, that ap byrnis {till 
In flame of kyre and neuer will, be quenchit out, 
And zit thay fay it dois wa Al, to ground about. 


GQubilk hill cunning men Lois compalr 
To ane man that leuis euermair 
In {turt, Inup, anger and cair, continuallie 
In fyrie fumes, bimtelk contumes, ay Inwartlie. 


Inupkull men comparit may be 
To ane Lipros man trewlie, 
We wald all men war ſeik as be, euin fa the Deuill 
Waly nane war gude, nor zit weill luxe, caus he is euill. 


Thairfoir my Lords und reidaris all, 
Tuitching this point J erp and call 
Se to Inuy ze be not thrall, for ocht map be, 
For the greit Lory Celeltiall, is cheritie. 
¶ Ane 
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@Ane laude and praife to the Fyft Doctour. 


RVDENT, perfyte, expert Philofophour, 
Honour and alte be to the ding Doctour 
That hes ouirput this day fa perellous 

With thy ſweit talk befoir the Empreour 

Quha kendillit was in fell fyrie furour 

Contrair his Sone in mynde malitious, 

Be entyfing of his wyfe vennemous, 

But thow fra him with fair wordis and fauour 

Hes purcheft grace, quhill tyme mair profperous. 


IInuidia diaboli mors intrauit in orbem. Sapi. 2. 


@ The Sext Taill of the Emprice. 


Be this time thair was ane michtie King 
Pꝛydekull in hart, and pꝛoud abone all thing 
ibe was fa heich and pꝛydekull in his thocht, 
All vther men he fet thame clene at nocht. 
Chis King be thocht all Rome foz to deſtroy, 
The Romanis fla, and efter to conuop 

To bis Hingdome, the deid banis of thir two, 
Peter and Paull, with mony Melicks mo. 

To waiſt that toun, and put it all to ſack, 

Bot his purpois was ſum thing put abak. 
Intill his face was fa diſligurait, 

In fic ane ſozt, that euerie kinde of ſtait, 
Abhoꝛrit fa, his vgſum foull vifage, 

That nane couet to tuitche his perſonage. 

Sa handillit was with fic Infirmitie, 

With Lippernes, ane fouller nane culd be. 

Tit his nature rais on him with fic rage, 

To haue wemen he gaue ane greit curage. 

Sa callit he his Steward quyetlic, 

And ſchew to him his counfall ſecreitlie. 
Saying my freind, this thing J wil sow ſchaw 
All wemen kinde abhozris me as ze knaw, 
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That J can get of thame na companic, 

Quhiltk gif J had, war greit pleſure to me. 

Me ſaid my Loꝛd and pleis sour Mobill grace, 

Powbeit ze be dekozmit in the face: | 

Te haue aneuch of gude money and gold, 

Jo to conduce the faireſt on the Mold. 

Thairkoir J fap ze neid not in na foot 

Ok kair wemen to want the greit comkozt. 

Than faid the King fe foz na coiſt ze ſpair, 

To get me ane that is beicht kreſche and faiv: 

Powbeit ze gif ane thouſand Crownes thairkoir 

And oz J want se fall gik mekill moir. 

The Stewart ſaid J fall do that J map, 

To fill zour will, and ſa he come his way. 

Thinking in minde blindit with couetiſe 

Chir thoufand Crowns may J get on this wife 

Tin to my fell, and to my wife alone, 

And fa hamewart to his wife is he gone. 

Quha was richt faiv, bowlſum with all bewtie, 

Uerteous and gude, richt plefand foz to fe, 

Pꝛudent, perfite, with countenance richt glaid, 

THith couetous hart to hir thir woꝛdis he faid. 

O mp gude wife, my Souevane Lozd the King 

bes chargeit me with ane richt ſecreit thing: 

To haue wemen he is richt couetous, 

At his pleſure, and wonder deſirous. 

Quhilks foe na coiſt he ſavis he will not want, 

And charges me ane thoufand Crowns to grant 

To onp perfoun that will the fame reſſaue, 

Bot koꝛ ane nicht with him hir foe to haue. 

Thairkotr in minde my ſelk J haue compeſt, 

Betuix vs twa, J think this be the beſt 

The thoufand Crowns to purches to dur 3 
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Sa ze will vle, and follow my counſell. 

Scho ſaid gude Schir sour counfall J will do 
Sa to na fin noz ſchame it turne me to. 

Me faid ze fall pas to the Kingis bed, 

Quhilk is with filk and claith of gold ouirſpꝛed 
And thair all nicht ly with him quxetlie, 

At his pleſure, as he thinkis beſt to be. 

That it is ze, thair is na man fall ken, 

Bot J alone, the qubilk abone all men 

Suld faif sour ſchame and als sour honeſtie, 
Thairkoir as ſchame to zow it can not be, 
Allace ſcho fapis gude Schir is that zour will, 
By sour bodie, my wamanheid to ſpill: 
With ane Lipper, and fa dekozmit in face, 
Schir change sour minde for him that gaue all 
J wait it is nouther sour thocht noꝛ mind (grate 
To fic ane deid my hart fo2 to Inclind: 

Bot me to pꝛeik, and to tempt my Intent, 
Gilf J thairto wald ony fort conſent. 

O mp gude wife howbeit he Lipper be 

And in the face dekozmit as se fe, 

And foull ok fleſche, and alfo foull of blude, 
Tit than the gold is wonder ſweit and gude. 
Scho faid agane my ſweit huſband perſaue 
Powbeit the gold be gude and fweit to haue, 
And thocht he war the cleneſt man thaivout, 
Maiſt fair of face, gentill, courtes and flout. 
TUald ze that J committit fic ane fin, 

Aganis my God, ony gold foz to win? 

J will not dude, thairkoir hald me ercufit, 
Charge me na mair, for heir quite J retuſe it. 
Quhome to he ſaid with ane richt auſteir luik, 
How purpois ze my companie to bꝛuißk. 
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That thing J will to pꝛeis foz to ganeſtand, 

Te at ouir peirt to contrair my command, 

It is my will, and that fame falbe done. 

Chairfoir mak ow that Ilk to compleis fone, 

Do ze it not, J vow betuix vs tway 

Sall neuer be ane blyith noz Joykull day, 

Bot euer mair in chyding and in greik, 

Quhilk at the laſt will turne to ane miſcheik. 

Knaw ze not weill ta the Kirk quben ze went, 

Te ſwoir ze fuld be ay obedient, 

To me alone, as wedlok vs declairis. 

Te Schir (eho faid in all lekull effatris: 

Mot diſpleſing my maker King of Kingis, 

J will obey sow in all vther thingis. 

J ow command be vertew of that aith, 

Quhilk for to brek ze fuld be wonder laith. 

Conſiddering it is my minde and will, 

Mithout ganeſay my bidding ze fulfill, 

And to the fame richt fone that ze confent 

Dz J auow richt fair ze fall repent, 

In the mean time as he thir woꝛdis ſchew, 

Out ok his ſcheith his guhinzar kurth he dꝛew. 

Scho trimbling fair fo2 greit dꝛeddour and feir 

Furth ok that ſteid ane ſtep ſcho durſt not ſteir. 

Perſauing weill his crueltie and boiſt, 

And in greit dout hir like koz to be loiſt. 

The Impatience and the greit gredynes, 

The cruell minde and als the crabitnes 

Ok this Ill man this woman did attend, 

Quhilk in na ſozt noz faſſoun culd amend, 

Scho was conſtranit quhat foꝛ dꝛeddour c aw, 

Foz to confent to his command and ſaw. 

Scho faid gude man sour bidding J mon rs 4 
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Bot greit God knawis gif my will be thairto. 
Bot J appeill fra all conſent of fin, 

That may follow, oz in this cace cum in. 

And on zour felf all haill J lay the charge, 
And bekoir God thairok J me diſcharge. 
Than the Stewart but ony tarying 

Paſt in all haiſt and ſaid unto the King: 

J haue zow gottin ane woman richt famous, 
Gentill, courtes, and cum ok ane gude hous. 
Fair and weill kauourit, richt pleſand foz to fe, 
And ſcho mon cum to zow richt quxetlie: 
Mithin the nicht feho mon cum lait at eine, 
Bot me alone, with nane ſcho will be ſene 
Airlie at moꝛne bekoir the Sone ryſing, 

Fra zow ſiclike ſcho mon mak departing. 

Foꝛ this ſcho will ane thoufand Crownes haue, 
And for payment bot me nane will ſcho craue, 
Than ſaid the King of that J am content, 
As ze haue done thairto J weill conſent. 
THithouttin mair the Stewart he hes led 

bis awin ſpouſit wife unto the Kingis bed, 
And with the key the dure he hes maid kaſt, 
But onp nopis, and fa bis way is paſt. 
Airlie at mozne in dawing of the day: 

The Steward vrais, and to the King can fap, 
My Souerane Lod ¢ pleis sour Mobill grate 
It will be day within ane pꝛettie ſpace. 

IJ think it gude that woman ze let go, 

Foz J pꝛomeiſt that sour grace ſuld do fo, 
Than faid the King this woman plefis me 
Sa wonder weill as zit hir companie, 

J will not want nouther kfoz gold noz geir, 
Chis hour to cum J will not let hir ſteir. 
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Quhen He that hard, he was richt wonder wo 

And fra the dure with ſozie hart did go. 

Mithin ane quhile but tary come agane, 

And to the King he ſaid Schir koz certane, 

The day is licht, and that woman prefent, 

And with the folk ſcho will be ſchamelie ſchent. 

And my pꝛomeis to hir quyte J haue bꝛokin. 

Foz not keiping to hir that J haue ſpokin. 

Than faid the King, na way zit fall ſcho pas, 

Foz ſcho fall haue of me quhat ſcho will as. 

Thairfoir Stewart J fap to sow in plane, 

Go pas sour way and tok the dure agane. 

The Stewart than richt ſoꝛrowkull in hart, 

Upon neid kozte to the dure did depart, 

TMent vp and doun, and wiſt not quhat to fay, 

The Sone was heich, and weill gane ok ve day, 

De come agane and faid vnto the King, 

It is twa houris efter the Sone ryſing i 

That woman will be ſchent withouttin dout, 

THith all the folk and pepill heir about. 

The Bing anfwerit, nathing of him content, 

J zow command that ze sour ſelk abſent: 

Unto the time that J pleis fo2 to riſe, 

Foz vnrequpzit ze haue me troublit thziſe, 

And my plefure is with this companie. 

Thairkoir pas on, at this time let me be. 

The Stewartis hart gik it was than on ſteir, 

As J beleue thair neidis na man to ſpeir. 

Zit not the les he culd not keip rountell, 

Foz all his wit he wald diſcriue him fell. 

Incontinent without mair aupfing, 

THith ſozie hart he ſaid vnto the King. 

O mp gude Loꝛd, Joppin to saw my * 75 
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That Ilk woman ze will not thoill depart 
THithout licence, ſcho is mp weddit wife, 

Mow in sour hands lyis baith my deid and life, 
Che king hard that, & thocht all was not richt 
Opinit windois and law the fair day licht, 
Saw the woman quha was luſtie in kace, 

Ane woꝛd not ſpak ane Pater noſter ſpate, 

Sine ſaw it was euin as the Stewart laid, 
Quhatrok he was richt ſozie and not glaid. 
Quhome to he laid, O thom maiſt ſchamekull 
How durſt thow be fa peirt me to diſſaik. (knait 
And me to caus thy wife foz ta abuſe, 

Thy gredie hart thy ſelk it fall tonkuſe. 

Duby hes thow caufit thy wife vnwillinglie 
Cum in my bed to me vnwittandlie. 

For ane ſmall fowme of money and riches 

To ſchame thy felf for thy greit gredynes. 
Knew thow not weill withouttin onp fabdill, 
My maladie was euer Incurabill 

That was in the thom hes done J declair, 

Thy elf, thy wife, to vndo euer mair. 
Thairkoir pas ſwpith in haiſt out of my ficht, 
Moz in my realme that thow byde not four nicht 
And fra hence kurth gik euer J may the fie, 

Ane ſchamekull deid J auow thow fall die. 
Incontinent he paſt tra his pꝛeſence, 

And neuer ſaw the King fra that time hence, 
Qupte of his Realme fra thame he did him dees 
That Jk rewaird he gat for gredynes. 

This being done, the King in all his dayis, 
Held vp this wife, as the hiſtozie ſayis: 

In greit woꝛſchip, and gaue to hir zeirlie, 

Ane ſowme of gold to keip hir honeſtlie. 
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Ekter that time J do not find noꝛ reid 

TUith this woman that he had actual deid. 

Sone efter this the King cauſit to conuene 

Ane greit armie all cled in armour clene. 

TAith greit puiffance and nobill men of weir, 

In all effairis, as to thame culd effeir. 

And went to Rome mith greit power c micht 

To ſeige the ſame the gait thay held on richt. 

And fa thay did it ſeige on ather ſyde, 

That the Romantis durſt not thairin abyde. 

Pe ſeigeit it fill fa fad and wonder fair, 

Chat thay within micht it defend na mair. 

Sa at the laſt to ane rounfall thay went, 

Thinking vai wald with vt King tak pointment 

Quhiltz was foz till deliuer him at anis 

Ok Peter and Paull the bliſt bodie and banis, 

Quhilk was the caus of his greit erand thair 

For to obtene the fame withouttin mair. 

In the Cietie than thair was fill pꝛeſent 

Seuin wife Maiſteris that had the Regiment, 

Ok all the toun, and nathing by thame done, 

Airlie at mozne, at euin noz zit at none. 

And to thir feuin the Cietisanis come to, 

And laid Maiſteris greit thing we haue ado. 

THe ar compellit be fozte of zone armie 

Foz to gif ouir and rander the Cietie 

Unto thir folkis quhilk ar our enemeis, 

Oz ellis for to deliuer the bodeis: 

Ot gude Peter, and Paull his halie brother, 

On koꝛtce we mon the ane do oz the vther. 

Che firſt Maiſter agane to thame he faid, 

My gude nichtbouris tak na keir bot be glaid. 

As foz this day the Cietie J fall faue, 70 
lith 
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THith the wiſdome and cunning that J haue. 
The ſecund faid, the nixt day kallis me, 
Fra enemeis foz to keip the Cietie, 
THith my wildome, and als my cleir cunning, 
Foz all the ſtrenth of zone greit puiſſant King, 
Sa did the thꝛid, and kourt withouttin dout, 
The kykt, the ſext, richt ſa the ſeuint all out. 
In like maner as thir ſeuin Maiſters now, 
Cinta zour Sone hes pꝛomeiſt do with sow, 
In this meane time the King cauſit his Armie 
Lap ane aſſault about the greit Cietie. 
ith fic awfull and cruell Munitioun, 
Quhill thay war like fog to obtene the toun. 
The firſt Maiſter than he come to the King, 
And with him fell in talk and commoning. 
And talkit fa in fic maner and wife, 
As koꝛ that day he gart his Armie rife, 
And fra the toun the Seige abak he dꝛew, 
As koꝛ that day na mair thay did perſew. 
Bot on the moene the Seige agane thay laid, 
The nixt Maiſter paſt to the King and faid 
In like maner as the vther befoiv, 
And fra that day thay ſeigeit the toun no moir. 
Sa did thay all, quhill it come to the laſt, 
On the ſeuint day thay ſeigeit the toun fa kaſt, 
It was beleuit the fame thay wald obtene, 
Than all the toun togidder did conuene. 
All in ane voice to the ſeuint Maiſter faid, 
About the toun fa ſtrang ane ſeige is laid, 
That we beleue nathing bot cruell deid. 
Without that ze find ſum help and remeid: 
Conkoꝛme to the fapingis ze ſaid but dout, 
That was Ilk ane to faif out, Dap about, 

, * J. 
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And we av all Inkozmit of furetic, 
The King hes maid his aith ſolempnitlie, 
Pe fall not vais his ſeige noe Munitioun, 
Unto the time that he obtene the toun. 
To zow Maiſter now we can fap no moir, 
THe wald ze did as zour fellomis befoir, 
Quhome to he faid, my kreindis tak ze na keir, 
Be of comkfozt, and Ilk ane mak gude cheir. 
The mone fall J with my wark and cunning 
Skaill all sone hoiſt, and alſo fray the Bing, 
De falbe kane for all his greit puiſſance, 
To pas away with his greit Oꝛdinante. 
Thay went thair way, & na mair tuik in thocht 
Bot all meruellit how fic thing culd be wꝛocht. 
The mone airlie the ſeige was conſirmit, 
To haue the toun alfo the King determit. 
This ſeuint Maiſter to his Chalmer he went, 
And cled him in ane nice abilzement. 
As Patock taillis, and fedderis of all kin hew. 
Part reid, part quhite, part zallow grene c blew 
Ane bricht dꝛawin fword he tuik in euerie hand 
On ane Towze Heid he patt vp fo2z to ſtand. 
Quhilk was maiſt heich ok all the haill Cietie, 
Foznentis the hoiſt, that thay micht all him fe, 
The twa bꝛicht woꝛdis into his mouth he tuik 
The fame ſchynand, vpon the armie fehuik. 
Quhilis turnis eiſt, and vther quhilis weſt. 
Quhyls ſouth, quhyls north, quhair vai micht fe 
The ſchinãd lwoꝛdis aganis p* fone fa blẽt (bi beſt 
TUith his tcleithing and ſtrange abilzement. 
Chap in the hoiſt richt weill and cleirlie faw, 
Bot quhat it was na man of thame did knaw. 
All the greit Loꝛdis quben thay beheld fic 2 
a 


SEAGES. | 197 

Half in effray thay paſt all to the Ring: 7 
And fain O Lord, behald vpon zone Towze 
Te fe this day ane wonderfull Figour. 
Than faid the King the fame J do perſaue, 
Bot quhat it is, na knawledge J can haue. 
Chap ſaid we knaw quhat thing it is but dout 
It is Jeſus doun of the heuin come out: 
Quhilk is the God of all zone Chziſtin folk, 
And knawis richt weill how that we do pꝛouoßk 
Dis awſum Ire, and how we do pretend 
To fla his folk, the quhilk he will defend, 
Tone ſamin ſwoꝛds that ze fe ſchining fa, 
Chap ſigniſie Ilk ane thay will vs fla, 
Gik we langer into this feild abyde, 
Our counfall is thairkoir hame that we ryde. 
The King heiring trimblit kor verray keir, 
Gaͤrt vais his hoiſt and all his men ok weir: 
And (aid it is better in time we fle, 
Moꝛz zone thair God with his ſwoꝛds gart vs die 
Chan all the hoiſt in haiſt thay maid the hame 
Frapit without caus, wi mekill ſcoꝛne c ſchame 
Howbeit to fle na perrell was noꝛ neid, 
Bot all diſſait be the Maiſteris fals deid. 
Quhen the Romanis perſauit the Armie fie, 
Fk ane thay Ilchit, and paſt ok the Cietie. 
TUith manlie hart and gudelie countenance, 
Followit the King koꝛ all his Oꝛdinance. 
Slew and deſtroyit all that thay plefit that day 
And quhome thap lit captiue pat bꝛocht away 
And fa the King and all his greit Armie 
Bꝛocht was to ground be the greit ſubteltie 
Ok this Waiter, quha wꝛocht all be diſſait, 

That with power na maner sea debait. 
a . IJ. 
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¶ The Empꝛice than ſaid to the Empꝛeour 
Chis taill J tald it is vnder cullour. 
Bot wald greit God this taill ze vnderſtude. 
Ie faid Madame, J think it wonder gude. 
In the fir end (quod ſcho) J wait ze hard, 
Quhat J ow tald ok the gredie Steward: 
That the King trowit alweill as his awin life, 
And zit for gold he fauld his weddit wife, 
And als him ſelk was baneiſt the countrie, 
Beraus the King fand him fa fals and ſlie. 
In like maner zour Sone for the defire 
And appetite he hes to the Impire. 
Mow day be day it is his minde and thocht, 
Zow to deſtroy, and being zow vnto nocht. 
Bot now fa lang as ze ar in zour micht, 
Do as the King did with the Stewart richt. 
Gik ze purpois not to fla him fra hand 
Than baneis him, and als manefweir the land 
That ze and J quhilk is zour weddit wife, 
In time cũming that we may leid our like: 
Alſo ze hard how the King lay at Rome, 
To win the fame how that he did pꝛeſume, 
And was mockit be the Maiſters in plane, 
he and his kolkis war all put doun and flane, 
Zour ſeuin Maiſters into the famin wife, 
Intendis ay to ficlike Interpꝛiſe. f 
With thair kals taillis at end will sou diſſaue, 
That sour fals fone all the Impire may haue. 
The Empꝛeour faid be na way that falbe, 
The moꝛne be time he fall not faill to die. 
Incontinent he callit on his ſeruandis, 
And to thame all he gaue fic ſtrait commandis, 


That on the mozne without Impediment, 9 
. n 
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On the Gallous but faill his Sone to ſchent. 
This woꝛd beliue paſt out thꝛow all the toun, 
Quhairat mony maid lamentatioun, 

That the Empꝛeour koz the woꝛdis of his wife 
Fra his ane Sone fuld with ſchame tak the life, 
Che ſext Maiſter hard tell ok this effray, 

Lap on his hors withouttin mair delay. 
Poiſtit fra hand vnto the Empꝛeour, 

And hailſit bim with reuerente and Honour, 
Quha tuik the fame verray vnthankfullie, 
And faid he ſeruit at his hand ko to die, 

And als his Sone quhome pt vai had maid dum 
Chap war ouiv peirt in his pꝛeſence to cum. 
The Maiſter faid J ſerue not koz to die, 

Moz zit sour Sone, knew ze the veritie. 

That he is dum quhair ze alledge and fapis, 
Ok that the treuth ze fall knaw in few dapis, 
Git ze him fla for it zour wife can tell, 

Ok sour wildome than J haue greit meruell. 
And without dout it fall zow happin richt 

As it happinnit ſum time vnto ane Knicht. 
To bis wykes ſawis gaue fic fidelitic, 

That he was dꝛawin out thꝛow the haill Cietie 
At ane Hors taill, and hangit like ane theif, 
Dis wifes fawis bꝛocht him to fic miſcheik. 
Che Empꝛeour faid J pꝛay the tell that taill. 
Che Maiſter fain Schir that J fall not faill. 
Sa ze will caus sour Sone to cum agane, 
And koꝛ this day ze let him not be flane. 
Incontinent the Empꝛeour gaue command, 
To the pꝛeſoun to leid his Sone fra hand. 
And fa was done, the Maiſter than but mair, 
Co tell his taill began this to declair. 


N. iij. 
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The Dortouris taill favthermaiv oz we heir, 


Sum mozall fence ok the laſt let vs leir. 


qMORALITAS. 


HIS prpvefull King, he culd not Ring 
With meafure and humilitie 
We was fa prouve, he thocht nane courte 
Compair to him thair micht not be. 
The Nord of aw, perſauit and ſaw, 
That his hart was fa praude and hie 
We wald correct, him and Inkect, 
Mith plaque and greit Infirmitie. 


Guhair thaty is pryde, qrace can not hyve, 
Out of that rowme beliue he rinnis 
Intill all hailt, as he war chaiſt, 
To lawlynes to ſeik ane Innis. 
The bricht Angell, kor ꝓryde he fell, 
In hell zit (till in paine ap winnis, 
J fay zow all, that man fall fall 
Wis wark with pryde alway beginnis. 


The wife man wrytes, qubatr he Indytes 
All beginning of SU ts pryde, 
And mony ma ſayis euin richt fa, 
Into thair wrytings dois not hyve, 
Thairkoir the Lord, na way will cord 
Guhnir pryde hes crevence for to gyde 
J sou declair, be ſcurges fair 
For qubair pryde is Gov will not hyve. 


Of bis Suftice, fie wickit vice, 
We will wot thoill npuneiſt be, 
Be hattell Welt, weir or wan rest 
Sum perrellous plaque or pouertte 
Wounger and (kant, fude for to want 
Inkectit with Infirmitte 
Thatrfotr fle ꝓryde all time and tyde, 
And hald zow with humilitie. 


Als in this taill, withouttin kaill, 
Greit couetite ze may perſaue 


The fals 
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The kals Stewart, that fand the Art 
The King him felf and wyke vilfaue, 
Bot un him fell, the forrot fell, 
We was worthie the fame to hate 

To he exylit, that King begylit, 

J fay for me he plapit the kuaue: 


That his awin wyfke, firft kylit hir Tyfe, 

And fpwe hir faull with deidlie lin, 

Fy Stewart fy, was that thy quhy, 

Sa fuliſchlie geir for tu win 

Mith couetice, and auartce,: 

At fic ane fals gait tu begin 

For gredynes to win riches, 

Ouir mony to the Beuill wald rin. 


Be commoun thikt, cum makis hate (chikt, 
In this warld qubill thatr lyke be envit, 
To pluk the pure thay tak na cure, 
Guba hes na power to dekend it. 
Sum reitis und ruggis, {um drawis and druggis, 
And purpois neuer ta amend it, 
Bot quben its win, kew of sour kin, 
Mor zit sour {elf perchance fall ſpend it. 


Sa couetous, and deſyrous 

This Stewart was gold for tu win, 

Me catrit nocht, kor to haue brocht 

Mis woke to {chame and weidlyp fin. 
Qubturer he gat it, or nocht kew wait it 
Dor fra he and the King viv twin 

In deid J trow, to fay to solv, 

We had ane bthir wob to ſpin. 


We chargeit was, {utth for to pas 
Out of the Realme or he confound 
Wis alvin fallet, {natvit him in net, 
Wis deid till himfelf did redound. 
Bot quba wald mak ane Happy pak 
Se fallet thatrin he not found 
Luwtie and licht, (chats ay the richt, 
On gredynes mak not zour ground. 


qAuaritia eft inordinatus amor habendi, tullius. 
N. iiij. 
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As to this King that lay ſeiging, 
And was fa frapit for Pato taillis, 
And twa bricht twordis, with lum hatwe wordis. 
Mithout mair tkaith his urmie Tkaillis, 
Wis Camp to rats, and ſaw few fais, 
think thay war bot {niflany fnatllis 
Che Potingair takis lytill tuir 
To cure the man that nathing aillis. 


Ane King ſuld ap, at fie aſſay 
aue ane {av counfall him beſyde, 
Perchante ane fray may mak him pray 
And gar him fle quben he fuld byde, 
Daft vaniteis, gruundit with leis, 
At all times he fuld let ouirſlyde 
Ve cirtumſpek, and in his nek 
Ay haue ane Ey all time and tyde. 


aiſtie credente dois greit offence, 
Git it be in ane Conquerour, 
Nicht weill {uly he, auilit be, 
To euerie taill to giue anſwer. 
Intreit his Lordis, as weill arcor dis 
Chan thay will ferue him with honour 
With blyith vilage, gar pay his wage, 
We fall triumphe and be bictour. 


Wav he fa done, not half fa fone 
He Hav not bene fa lichtlie chailt 
Bot the Boctour, vpon the Towre 
Matty him out of his mynde amat{t. 
Captaines and Kingis tent to fic thingis 
To all trattillis ze giue na trait, 
For gif ze do, it will cum to, 
As to the King that law the Gailt. 


¶ Ane reproche to the Emprice. 


Omorras graceles gyde, and Sodomes ſchameles ſeid, 
Thow Beliallis bitrer byrd, baith fals in word and deid. 
Thy boift thow blawis on breid, fall not faif thee I fay, 
Thy ers brint in ane gleid, I think to fe fum day, 
Thow fall not fa away, thow commoun curſt Cowclink 
Trowis thow to chaip nay, nay, I rather neuer drink. 


¶ The 
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@The Taill of the Sext Maifter. 

VV PON ane time thair was in Romes toun 
Ane Empꝛeour of greit micht and Renoun, 

Quha had greit Kingis into his companie, 
Lozdis, Barrounis, nichts, of greit Mobilitie 
Doing ſeruice as culd thame bet effeir. 
Sum foz paſtime, and ſum to ftuf his weir. 
Me had thee Knichts quhome he lude ouir ve lait 
In all effariis mair credence to thame gaif, 
Ane vther Knicht thair was in the Cietie, 
That had weddit ane luſtie gay Ladie, 
As ze haue done, Zour Pꝛintes and sour wife 
Quhome he tufit aſweill as his awin like. 
Chis Lady culd mak mirrie fing and dance, 
In companie ſcho culd mak gude paſtance. 
Ciantoun zoung men euin koz that famin caus, 
To hir ludgeing all time of day ſcho dꝛawis. 
And at all times ſcho fang fa wonder ſweit, 
Chat euerie man that pat vpon the ſtreit: 
Pad greit pleſure of hir dulce melodie, 
And caufit Ilk man couet hir companie. 
Scho fang fa ſweit, fa curious and cleir, 
All had delite hir ſinging koz to heir. 
And fa come by ane of the Knichtis thee, 
That the Empeour lufit fa Inwartlie. 
And hard hir ſing with voice ſa curious, 
Trowit weill ſcho was ane Lady amoꝛous. 
ibe blent about, and ſaw quhair that ſcho fet, 
Incontinent he was tane in the net: 
Ok lufis rage, and of the Lady fair 
Euin fill be ſtude, and paſt na farther mair, 
Quhill time he gat into hir hous entrie, 
And for ane time bure thaiv gude companie. 
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Sa at the laſt he fell in tommoning 

TUith this Lady, of luke and fic talking. 

Sa Inwartlie at hir he did Inquire, 

Quhat ſcho wald haue and fulfill his deſire, 

And fleip with him bot the {pace of ane nicht. 

Scho alkit him ane hundreth Flozens bzicht. 

Me faid Lady J will giue som na les, 

Schaw me the time quhen J thaivto fall dees. 

Scho faid gude Schir at time convenient, 

Quhen J think time ze falbe efter ſent. 

Sa Inſtantlie that nicht he did depart, 

And of his tryiſt was wonder blyith in hart. 

Beleuing ſure that ſcho fuld for him fend, 

Bot fmall he knew how all wald cum to end. 

Sa on the moꝛzne ſcho fang into hir bour, 

Come the nixt Knicht pertenit the Empꝛeour, 

Saw this Lady, and hard hir voice fa (weit, 

Tuik greit langour quhill he culd with hir meit 

And fa he did, and ſchew to hir his minde, 

Unto the qubilk ſcho was richt weill Inclinde,. 

Quha pꝛomeiſt hir of gude Flozens kyue ſcoir. 

Scho faid gude Schir of sow J afk no moir. 

Me faid Lady quhen fall J traiſt heirto. 

Ane gude dew time J fall pꝛouyde (quod ſcho) 

Sa he as than departit mirrelie, 

Traiſting his tryiſt in all thing weill fuld be. 

On the theid dap the thzid Knicht in like wife, 

Come by hir Hous, and the fame Interpzile: 

Pe tuik on hand, and hecht to this Lady 

Fpue ſcoir Flozens of him ſuld haue reddy, 

Foz to perkozme and fatiffie his will, 

Scho was content, and grantit weill thairtill. 

Quhen fall J cum (quod he) J wald ze * 5 
a 
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FZ fall fend woꝛd (quod ſcho) as J am trew. 
Sa all thir thee had gottin hir confent, 

Bot nane of thame knew zit vtheris Intent. 
Than this Lady of all malice repleit, 

To hir hulband ſcho faid into ſecreit. 
Secreit maters J haue to sow till ſchaw, 
Bot ze alone na perſoun fall it knaw. 

And gif ze will the ſamin tak on hand, 

Foz greit pꝛokeit to vs baith it will ſtand. 
And will releik vs of all pouertie, 

In time cũming, and leik in honeſtie. 

De faid gude dame J can weill keip counſell, 
Ok ony thing that ze will to me tell. 

To keip counſell it pertenis to ane man. 

Bot be contrair, thair is na woman can. 

Ok thaiv counſell J reid anis in ane taill, 

It is comparit to butter into Caill. 

Tit not the les the ſuith gif ze will ſchaw, 
Quhat euer it be, thair is na man fall knaw. 
Quod ſcho it is ane thing ok veritie, 

That may vs hald ay into honeſtie. 

Schaw me (ſaid he) and J fall keip counſell. 
Ok all ſecreitis that ze will to me tell. 

At my power the fame J fall fulfill: f 
Thairkoir ſchaw furth gik that it be sour will. 
Quod ſcho gude ſchir vair hes bene Knichts thee 
Meir diuers times deſiring luke of me, 

And pꝛomeiſt me but dout ane gude pꝛopine, 
Ilk ane of thame fpur ſcoir of Flozens fine. 
At findeie times Ilk ane come quietlie, 

Mot ane knawing of vthers pꝛeuitie: 

Culd we this gold unknawin get in our hand, 
Into greit ſteid but dout it ſuld vs ſtand. 
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Than faid the Knicht dame ze fap veritie, 

Bot ok gude zeill tell on how can that be. 

Scho faid gude Schir my counfall ze fall Heir, 
How ze fall do, the way J fall som leir. 
Jpꝛomeiſt thame euerie man be him fell, 
Quhen thay fall cum, the time J ſuld thame tell, 
In the fame time at the set ze fall ſtand, 

Richt quietlie with sour dꝛawin fod in hand 
And quben thay cum into thair odour fa, 

Ee fall not faill all thee thame foe to fla, 

Sa thee hunder Flozens we fall obtene, 

And nane fall knaw, noe zit the Knichts be ſene. 
Quhome to he faid, O my belouit wife, 

Suld J for gold reik ony man his lifer 

To do fic thing of God J ſtand fic aw, 

And als it is contrair the Kingis Law. 

And J dout not gif fic ane thing war done, 
TUithouttin dout it ſuld be knawin fone, 

Quod ſcho feir not, the deid J tak on hand, 

To end it kurth peirtlie thaiv at fall ſtand. 

And quhen he hard the taill than that ſcho tald, 
It maid the man mair hardie and bald. 

Sa be counfall of this Ill wifes Intent, 

Scho caufit this Knicht to that flauchter conſẽt 
This Ill woman quhen cũmin was the nicht, 
Incontinent ſcho fend foz the firſt Knicht. 

But mair abaid vnto the zet come he, 

As he thocht beſt, knokit richt quyetlie. 

Than anfwerit ſcho, and at him can ſcho ſpeir, 
Paue ze not hrocht the hundzeth Flozens heir? 
But dout (ſaid he) J haue thame heir pꝛeſent, 
Than ſcho vndid the set Jucontinent, 
As he come in, and enterit at the set, : 
Than 
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Than hir hulband fic ane ſtraik on him fet, 
THithout mair talk, bot ſchoztlie with his fod 
Gaue him fic wappis that he fpak neuer woꝛd. 
With the fecund he did the lamin giſe, 

And with the theid he plaid on the fame wife, 
To ane ſecreit Chalmer thair bodeis drew, 
Chat nane fuld knaw that he ony man flew, 
Than faid he dame gik thair bodeis be found 
Mithin this place, oꝛ zit within this ground. 
It fall not faill bot we thairkoir fall die 

The maiſt vyle deid that can Imaginit be. 
Chap will be miſt into the Court but dout, 
And will be ſocht in all thir partis about. 
Scho faid gude Schir, this wark firſt J began 
To end that Ilk richt wonder weill J can. 
My Joy feir not, as J faid zow hefoir, 

Foz J can dees fic thing and it war moir. 
This Lady had into the fame Cietie, 

Ane gentill man, and hir bꝛother was he: 
Quhilt in the toun the gyding had to keip, 
Ouir all the watche, that thay na way fuld fleip 
Sa on ane nicht as he paſt throw the ſtreit, 

At hir awin zet hir bꝛother culd ſcho meit. 
Ane ſecreit thing (quod ſcho) my deir bꝛother, 
J mon zow ſchaw, as now to nane vther. 
Than enterit he and the Knicht hir huſband, 
Melcũmit him weill, and tuik him be the hand 
Calkit at lenth and mirrelie drank the wine, 
And than the Knicht faid to hir bꝛother fine, 
Bꝛother (ſaid he) richt hartlie J Inquire, 

Ok sour counfall richt greitlie J deſire 

To haue the fame, for thairok J haue neid. 
Hiv bꝛother ſaid, trewlie fa God me ſpeid, 
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At my power, mp counfall and gude thocht, 

Te fall not want, and thairin dout ze nocht. 

Scho faid brother this is the verray care, 

Sifterday laſt thair come unto our place, 

Unkend be vs, ane honeſt nobill Knicht. 

Quhome we Intreitit the bet maner we micht, 

And fa be chance he fell in argument 

Quhatrat my huſband ſtude nathing content. 

At laſt he ran fa heich in vilanie, 

Quhat wald ze maiv my hulband gart him die, 

And ſtill he lyis into ane Chalmer hid, 

To na perſoun as zit is knawin noz kid. 

And we haue nane to do for vs as now 

This greit mater foꝛ ta conuoy bot zw. 

Sif he be found with vs as chance may be, 

It will not faill, but dout we will baith die. 

And fa ſcho maid bot mentioun ok ane Knicht, 

Mot ſchawing him the veritie noz richt, 

Hir bꝛother ſaid deliuer him to me, 

J fall him beir in ane {ek to the fe, 

Scho heiring that was wõder blyith and glaid 

Deliuerit him the deid Knicht as eho laid. 

And the hie gait to the fey he is paſt 

THith the deid Knicht, and thairin did him caſt. 

This being done, to his ſiſter he ſaid, 

Te av now gupte of sone thairkoir be glaid. 

As ze deſirit this mater now is dꝛeſt, 

Mow fill the wine let vs dꝛink of the belt. 

That fall ze haue (quod ſcho) with mirrie cheir, 

THith all our hartis the bet that we haue heir. 

To the Chalmer in all haiſt paſt ſcho fine, ö 

As it had bene for to haue bꝛocht him wine. 

And than begouth with ane loud voice to rg 
deir 


SEAGES, 209 


O deir brother richt wonder frapit am J 

The fame Ilk Knicht that ze keſt in the fe, 

In our Chalmer agane is cum to me. 

Than hir bꝛother thairok had greit meruell, 
Quhen that he hard his ſiſter ſa him tell. 

And J traiſt that thair can not be fic thing, 
Zit not the les agane to me him being, 

J fall him put he fall not cum agane, 

Bot till foꝛ ay J wait he fall remane. 

Me band him fal vnto ane vther ſek, 

THith ane greit ſtane hingand about his nek, 
The nixt Knicht tuik, beleuing that it was 
The fir deid Knicht and to the ſey can pas, 
Upon his bak, the hie gait makis richt. 

And thair but mair caſtis in the ſecund Knicht. 
Than come he hame to his ſiſter and laid, 

Ma mair ze fall with zone Knicht be affraid: 
Foz he is caſt into the fey fa far, 

That weill J wait he fall neuer cum nar, 
Thairkoir fill wine, and let vs drink about, 
Foz of zone Knicht J put sow out of dout. 

To hir Chalmer to fetche wine ſcho did kane, 
Mith ane loud voice ſcho cryit frapitlie agane. 
O mp bꝛother the Knicht J fap som ſure, 
Quhome ze did dꝛowne, is in my Chalmer flure 
Tio be to me, J wait not quhat to fap, 

Foz be na meane he will not byde away. 

The bꝛother hard, and faid quhat deuill is this 
That verray Knicht he is ſum witche J wis 

J haue him dꝛownit twa ſindzie times but dout 
And ay agane of the fey cũmis out. 

Zit the theid time deliuer him to me, 

And J na mair fall cat him in the fe: 
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Bot J fall burne his banis into ane fire. 

Bꝛother (ſaid ſcho) that fame thing J defire, 

Than ſcho deliuerit the lat Knicht ok the thre, 

And he beleuit it was the firſt trewlie, 

Sa the thꝛid Knicht away with him hes tane 

Knawing nathing bot all thee had bene ane. 

Mithout the toun ane myle fra the Cietie, 

In ane Foꝛzeſt a greit fire biggit he, 

And the theid Knicht thaivin he keſt to burne, 

Beleuing weill he had done ane gude turne 

That put away the verray Inſtrument 

That was abill his ſiſter to haue ſchent. 

This deid Knicht bꝛint, that vther did him ſpeid 

As becũmis all, to do his naturall deid. N 

Up fra the fire he paſt ane bowſchot fpace 

Into the wod to do ſic beſines. 

And fa it chancit that lamin verray nicht, 

Come throw the wod rydand ane vther Knicht,. 

Quhilt had ane tryiſt the mozne in the Cietie, 

At ane Juſting thaiv him behude to be. 

Foz werynes was baith houngrie and cald. 

ibe blent about, and the fire culd behald. 

Pim to rekreſche hidder he raid thairto, 

Bot he wiſt not quhat had bene thair ado, 

Pe lichtit doun, knit his hozs to ane tre, 

And to the fire Incontinent patt he, 

To warme his hands, and to comfort his cozs, 

And koꝛ ane qubile to reſt his tyzit Hoes. 

Than the fame knicht that was v' womans bꝛo⸗ 

Come to the fire agane and ſaw ane vther (ther 

Stand at the fire, quhome to he ſaid in hy, 

Quhat may thow be, he ſaid ane Knicht am J. 

Quod he agane J wait thow art na * ; 
ow 
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Chow art ane deuill, that weill J wait full richt 
Twiſe J the dꝛownit, the fir time in ane ſek, 
The ſecund time ane greit ſtane at thy nek. 
And now thzidlie, J bzint the in this fire, 
And zit to leik me think thow will not tire. 
Mar thow the deuill, and als the deuillis dam 
Oz J war cümerit with the fa as Jam, 
J rather burne the ten times in ane five, 
Thy hoꝛs thy ſelk, baith bowk banis and lire. 
As he fa ſaid, in his armes he him tuik, 
In middis the fire he keſt him in the muik. 
And fine his Hoes abone him alfo keſt, 
Sa bzint thame baith oz euer he tuik reit. 
To his fifter than cum he hame agane, 
Quhat him betid he tald to hir in plane. 
Fill the beſt wine (quod he) and ſpair it nocht 
Foz without dout richt deir J haue it bocht. 
Ekter in the five that J had hint him anis, 
Incontinent he ſtandis vp bowk and banis, 
Bekoir the fire, and his hors him beſide, 
Quhat deuill (ſaid J) me think thow ſchaipis to 
Sa in the fire J ket him hoꝛs and all, (ride 
All this ſiſter faid he chancit me befall. 
Than in hir minde ſcho knew Incontinent, 
That he had bꝛint ane Knicht of toznament. 
Tit not the les ſcho bꝛocht him the beſt wine, 
Drank mirrelie, and fa paſt his way fine. 
Mot lang efter this wife and hir awin Knicht 
Fell in debait, be chance vpon ane nicht. 
And ſcho him gaue ſum woꝛdis outrageous, 
Mie and haltand, and verray diſpittous. 
Quhairthꝛow he grew at hir in matalent, 
Twa ſtripis oꝛ thee, till hir fa ar he lent, 

. J. 
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Than faid this wike theif wil thow murther me 

As thow hes done the Empꝛeouris Knichts thee 

Chow ſeruis weill to be hangit and daawin, 

Gik fic thing war vnto our nichtbouris knaw in. 

Michtbouris about thir cruell woꝛdis did heir 

The rumour vais, the folkis grew all in keir. 

THo2d went fra hand vnto the Empeeour, 

Chap war fend foz but ony delatour. 

Quha was accuſit foe fic ane cruell crime, 

Sone {eho conkeſt the deid, the hour and time. 

Dow he murdzeiſt the Empꝛeour Knichts thee 

Uithin the nicht, into greit crueltie 

And how that thay ſpuilzeit fra euerie Knicht, 

Fyue ſcoir Florens of gold that was fa beicht. 

And how that ſcho the mater firſt Inuentit, 

And how that he thairto firſt diſaſſentit. 

Sa thay war baith condampnit be the Law, 

That officers at Hoes taillis ſuld thame dꝛaw: 

To the Gallous, out thꝛow the haill Cietie, 

To thair greit ſchame, that ilk man micht it ſe. 

Mn the Gallous thay war baith put to deid, 

As thay deſeruit, but mercie oꝛ remeid. 

The Maiſter faid vnto the Empꝛeour 

Seruit thay not deid, p' maid fa greit murthour 

The Empꝛeour ſaid that wife was wonder euil 

Be appevance was temptit with the deuill. 

Scho was the firſt the mater mufit and heed, 

Siclitze the firſt the ſamin gart out ſpꝛed. 

The Maiſter laid war fall cum to sour fell, 

Sla ze sour fone foz sour Ill wifes counſell. 

My fone (faid he) for that now ze haue faid, 

Thair fall na charge of deid be to him laid 

As koꝛ this day, thairkoir pas to zour place. 50 
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Che Waiter faid God faue sour nobill grate, 
Sa tuik his leif, and with ane mirrie hart, 
To his awin haus, fra the Court did depart: 
¶ Quhen the Emprice of thir tythance hard tell 
Scho was maiſt like for to haue flane hir fell. 
As ane wod wife come to the Empꝛeour, 
Behald (faid ſcho) ane woman of dolour. 
Except that ze get me ſoner remeid, 
J fall but dout my awin ſelk put to deid. 
Jam fa ſchamit with the countrie about, 
That J think ſchame of my Chalmer cum out 
And na remeid quhat euer J do oz fay, 
Bot with fals Caillis put of fra day to day, 
Fp vpon sow that ſufferis fic ane thing, 
Ze ar not wozth to be Empꝛeour oz King. 
Te cure na ſchame, ze cure na warldis wonder 
To haue me ſchamit, and sour ſelk put to vnder 
And to be ſchamit ¢ callit ane Empꝛeours wife 
J fall rather my ſelt fall on my knife. 
The pane ok deid Induris bot halk ane Hour, 
Bot euer matic ſchame fall degraid Honour, 
The Empꝛeour faid J pꝛay God sow defend, 
That se tak not fic ane vnhappie end. 
To tak in thocht sour awin ſelk foꝛ to fia, 
Quhat euer ze do, J pꝛay sot do not fa, 
And J pꝛay God that J not cauſer be 
Ok fic miſchance, noꝛ fic aduerſitie. 
Bot will ze thoill and fuffer ane ſchoꝛt quhile, 
Tour caus will cum to ane far better ſtile, 
And sour complaint will haue the better end 
Tour Juſt querrell euer J fall dekend. 
Quod ſcho agane, the end fall not be gude, 
Baith zow and me it fall vs 8 55 erclude 

. J). 
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Ok this Impire, and put vs to confufioun, 
Tone ſeuin Maiſters leidis zow in fic abuſi on. 
That it fall chance to so heir ekterwart, 

As it come to ane King and his Stewart. 

The Empꝛeour faid, J pray som now but faill 
Ok zour gudnes to tell me kurth that taill, 
Scho faid my Loꝛd to tell ane taill agane, 
TMeill J perſaue it will be bot in vane: 

Foz the nixt day the ſeuint Maiſter will cum, 
And tell ane taill ta ſait sour fone thats dum. 
And help him as his fellowis did bekoir, 
Fra thay haue done, ze will heir me no moir. 
On the aucht day than fall sour awin fone tum 
And tell his taill quhilk this lang time was dU 
To qubais talking ze fall giue fic pleſour, 
That J falbe put furth of sour memour. 

And the greit luke betuix vs twa hes bene, 
In time cuming now falbe kozzet clene. 

The Empzeour faid fic ane thing can not be, 
Without ze ſerue the fame vnwittand me. 
Quhiltz J beleue was neuer in sour thocht, 
Thairkoir as zit fic thing trow will J nocht. 
The Emprice faid, than J fall tell my tailt, 
Quhilk to sour grace it fall greitlie auaill. 
And caus ow fra greit perrellis eſchew 
Quhiltk J perfaue is ellis peepaivit for sow. 
Be sour curt fone, and his ſeuin Maiſters all 
Quhilk efter this richt weill perſaue ze fall. 
The Empꝛeour ſaid, now J pꝛay sour gudnes, 
Tell furth that taill, and leit sour beſines. 
Sa {cho began hir taill with kenzeit cheir. 
Mot blyith at hart, as he fall efter heir. 
Bot oꝛ ſcho tell hir taill kurth to the King, 
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Ok the laſt taill now let vs ſay ſum thing. 
f qMORALITAS. 


MERCIE God quhat thing is this, 
The mater greitly meruellis me, 
That cunning Clerkis can not vifeus 
The Ill and the Inigquitie 
That in wemen bene, 
Brend with greit tray und tene 
Che greit vitlatt and subteltie 
Sie kenenes with greit crueltie 
Mas neuer Hard nor fene. 


Chis Lavy in hir windo fet, 
Singing hir nottis fa curfous 
3 thair the deuillis net 

nder cullour fa cautelous 
Zoung men ar till hir gane, 
And in hir net ar tane 
And thair with mynde malitious 
In hart being fa couetous 

Caulit murdreis thame Alk ane. 


This murther firlt {cho did Inuent 
That cauſit thir men for to be {lane 
Syne was the verray Inſtrument 
First for to mak it knuwin ugane 
Sa mony wapis {cho fand, 

For to tyiſt hir hucband 

To do miſchiek with fic fals trane, 

And ſyne the fame {eho cule not lane 
Bot maid it kend fra hand. 


Throw hir malice and her Inuy 
Baith of hir huſband and hir fell 
The cruell murther {cho did out cry 
Gubatr of nichtbouris had greit meruell. 
Guhilk thing thay neuer knew, 
Guhill that the wile it {chefo 
And caufit hir the treuth to tell, 
Bow all the mater first hefell 

And how the Wnichtis thay ſlew. 


Guba was puneiſt for thair miſdeid, 
And gat the rigour of the Law, tit 
O. iij. 
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Now Schirs perfaue qubat wots proteid 

Ok ane Sl womans wickit fav, 

Muredome was ſirſt in plane 

Syne gredynes but lane 

To wow the woman as ze knaw. 

The gold and flauchter did on draw 
And caufit the men be flare. 


Thairkutr J fay thay that hes wytes, 
sri peed 355 all Sa tee tar Rnaw, 

or ance that tha {trpfes, 
All that icho knatwts that will {eho ſchaw. 
And rather mair nor les 
Thay haue that ble expres, 
Tor git ze len thame ants ane blaw 
Gupte auld freindſchip thay let faw 

Turnis all to wickitnes. 


As did this wife in greit malice, 
Bir huſband and hir felt put your, 
Throw hir rounfall and touetite 
Co hyve the fame had wa reſſoun. 
That thing ze wald haue hiv, 

That to sour wyfe korbid 

And it war neuer fa greit treffoun: 

That {cho fall tell throw all the toun 
As this wickit wyke did. 


The wple man ſapis thair toungis ar ſchairy 


As ony {word is wrocht with hand, 

Guhnirwith {a crouſlie thay will cairp 

Alk word thay fay alone fall ſtand. 

Thay ur {a outrageous, 

Srefull and diſpittous, 

Thay cure not the wag of ane wand 

To gar zo tyne baith lyfe and land 
Guhen thay grow furiuus. 


God ſaue m ſelt fra fic ane fort 
Tor J perfaue thay av perrellous 
J promeis solv it is nu {port 
Co find sour vnkreind in sour hous. 
Qubivver he he or (cho, 
To tell all that J yo 


And 
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And thay be bauld and buſteous, 
Sa cummerſum and malitious, 
J can not tell qubairto. 


Ne intenderis malicise mulieris quia nouiffima illius amara quafi 
abfintheum longe fac ab ea viam tuam quia lingua eius accuta vt 
gladius biceps. Et pedes eius diſcendunt in mortem. Prouerb. 5. 


@Ane praife to the Sext Doctour. 


H goldin toung with grace fa thow hes gydit, 
i That to this Chylde zit lyfe thow hes prouydit 
™- Contrair the Quene, a vengeance on hir cors 
Bot without dout or fentence be decydit, 
I wait the Chylde he will bauldlie abyde it. 
For quhy he knawis baith the beft and the worfe 
And gif fa be the Quene mon byde on force. 
Zit not the les thow fuld haue thankis but dout 
Thow gude Maifter that keipit thy day about. 


@ The Emprice ſeuint Taill. 


Bes this time thair was ane Mobill King, 
That tufit his wife abone all eirdlie thing, 
ie had to hir fic greit lufe and fauour, 

Me keipit hir Ilk day within clafour, 

In the greit hous of ane ſtrenthie Caſtell, 
Quhairok the keyis he keipit ay him teil, 
Quhairat this Lady tuik greit heuines, 

That ſcho was fa haldin in fic ſtraitnes. 
TMantit folace and all gude companie, 

Bot quhen the King come in allanerlie. 

In vther partis thair was ane Mobill Knicht, 
It chancit him to dꝛeame into the nicht 

Into his ſleip he thocht weill that he faw, 
The kaireſt Quene that euer man did knaw. 
Quhais luke he couet abone all eirdlie thing, 
Git he micht fe hir on the eird walking 
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Mathing douting, bot be hir cum ſuld he 

To greit Honour, wozſchip and honeſtie. 

That ſamin nicht this Quene in hir viſioun 

Dꝛeamit on this Knicht, and on the fame faſſoũ 

And zit nouther of vther knew the name, 

Moꝛz knawledge had be fafloun oz be fame. 

This Knicht he vais vpon the moꝛne airlie, 

Rememberit weill on his dzeame fickerlic. 

And determit into his minde and thocht, 

Moz be na way to tak reſt wald he nocht: 

Unto the time that Ladie quhill he kand, 

Git that ſcho micht be gottin in ony land. 

Lap on bis Hoes, and in haiſt furth he raid, 

To ſeik this Quene, na langer tarp maid. 

Throw Ropall Realmes, & diuers greit coutreis 

Thꝛow riche Regiounis, and ſemelie ſeir cieteis 

This kair Lady seid fa fav in his thocht, 

Thair was na landis kfoz hir he left vnſocht. 

Quhill at the tat he come to ane Cietie, 

Quhair he gat wit thair was ane kair Ladie, 

Keipit fa clois, that nane micht cum hir till, 

Except alone it war the Kingis will. 

Thair he ſoioznd foz his Paſtime ane ſpace, 

Pim to rekreſche in mirth and mirrines. 

Sa it koꝛtunit to him vpon ane day, 

Pas by the place quhair that this Lady lay. 

In hir windo luiking furth hir alone, 

Foz vther game, noz paſtime gat ſcho none. 

Sa ſcho chancit fone for to get ane ficht, 

Muboe of ſcho dꝛemit ok this fame verray Knicht 

Thinking richt weill the famin man was he, 

Intill hir dꝛeame bekoir that ſcho did fe, 

He not knaw ing that that Lady was thair. ns 
ot 
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Bot as chance come doun by making repair. 
In meane feafoun he liktit vp his Er 

In hir windo this Lady can he fe. 

Thinking richt weill it was the famin Quene, 
That he beloir into his dꝛeame had fene, 
Than he began to fing ane fang of luke, 
Quhilk quhen ſcho hard, greitlie it did hir mufe 
Into his lufe, and pꝛentit in hir hart, 

Quhiltk was vnkend to him in ony part. 

Zit not the les daylie he maid repair, 

About that place to tak paſtime and air. 

Than this Lady perſauing this at all, 

Ane bill of luke to him ſcho leit doun fall. 

And he belyue red duir this pꝛettie bill, 
Perſauing weill the Ladeis minde and will. 
Fra this time kurth he vſit daylie Juſting, 
Bꝛeking of ſpeiris, and alfwa hors rinning. 
Caſting of ſtane, and als the leidin mell, 
THoefling, lowping, he did exerce him fell, 
Daplie actis he vlit and honeſt deidis, 

That in the Court his kame ¢ word vp ſpꝛeidis 
Quhill at the lat his name and gude beiving, 
Dis honeſt actis war ſchawin to the King 
The King heiring his vailzeant tozꝛnament, 
Me fend for him Meſſage Incontinent. 

Quha chargeit him the King he ſuld cum till, 
To heir his minde, his plefure and his will, 
Quha come to him with all humilitie, 

As him effeivit, law kneilling on his knie. 
Schir knicht he faid, J haue hard of zow tell, 
ow in gude actis ze haue evercit sour fell, 
Into my Court amang mp gentill men, 
Thairkoir fen J fic actis dois of zow ken, 
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Pleis ze remane into our companie, 

Ze fall haue giftis and gude rewaird of me. 
And be ane of my gaird and my countell, 

Sa it pleis zom with vs remane and dwell. 
Than faid this nicht and pleis sour Mateſtie, 
»To haue ſeruice of fic ane man as me: 

J fall zow ſerue baith with my hand and hart, 
In all effaivis, fic as pertenis my part. 
Mithout rewaird oz onp recompence, 

Sa that J map haue daplie sour pꝛeſence. 

And fen sour grace hes now deſirit me, 

Into our gaird, and on sour counfall be: 

J wald sour grate to my deſire wald grant, 

Sa on ſeruite the better J micht hant. 

Ane new ludgeing to haue at the Towze ſyde, 
Quhair J micht be, and at zour bidding byde 
Gik that zour grace neidit vpon me call, 

Te micht gar evp out ouiv the Caſtell wall. 
Than faid the King faith J conſent thairto, 

Ga big zour hous as ze think beſt to do. 

Than pak the Knicht oꝛ euer he wald tire, 

And keit wark men, c pꝛomeiſt thame gude hire 
His hous biggit with tymmer ſtane and thak, 
THith ane Maſouu he maid ane derne contrak. 
Out fra this Hous to mak ane fall paſſage, 
Into y Towze quhair this Quene was in Cage 
Quhen this was done efter his awin Intent 
This fame Maſoun he killit Incontinent, 

That he ſuld not discouer his fecve, 

Foz his rewaird this warkman this gat he. 
Than went this Knicht quhẽ he plefit to p* quene 
In ſecreit ſoꝛt, and with na man was ſene. 
Did hir feruice as culd him weill effeir, 25 

an 
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Chan thay talkit ot diuers maters ſeir. 

Amang the reſt he ſpak to hir of luke, 

Quhilt in ane part hir hart greitlie did muke. 
Powbeit as than ſcho was not weill contentit, 
Zit ekterwart to his will ſcho conſentit. 

Sa in hir thocht the Quene keſt on ane day, 
Ot this mater quhat ſcho ſuld do or fap: 
Tuitching this Knicht, als to hir awin hucbãd 
Be fic thing knawin, than baniſching the land 
To mp tinfell, and euer warldis ſchame, 

Foz vpon me wald be laid all the blame. 
Betaus that J wald not the Knicht diſcure, 

J falbe callit the Ill woman full fure, 

Allo the Knicht he fall eſchaip na way, 

Bot ot the deith the ſchairp he fall affay. 
Thairkoir is beſt, and J perſaue my fell, 

To hald my toung, and not ane wozd to tell. 
And fa all times quhen thay pleifit to meit, 

Be this derne way thay seid to thair ſecreit. 
Sine ekterward the Quene gaue him ane Bing 
Quhilk at wedlok ſcho reſſauit fra the King. 
Gzeit Toznamentis this Knicht he vlit daylie 
And euer bure away the victozie. 

Quhairthꝛom he ſtude baith in Court c with 
In greit fauour, foe his manlie hauing. (King 
Into fa fav, that he was ekterwart a 
Maid be the King Comptroller and Stewart. 
And all his Realme he had in Regiment, 

Cuik in his maillis, Gerſowmes ¢ daylie rent. 
Upon a day it did appleis the King, My 
For his pleſure to pas to the hunting. 

To his Stewart the King gaue than command 
To be reddy, and pas with him fra hand. 
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Upon the moꝛne than all the Court vpꝛais, 

And with the King all to the bunting gais. 

All the lang day thay chais in the Foꝛeſt 

Quhill the King thocht he wald haue had fi reſt 

For he was tyꝛit, and werie all begane, 

Sa he repoſit beſide ane fair Fontane. 

Than his Stewart qubair he fat with the King 

Ekter trauell he fell vpon ſleiping. 

And fa the King perlauit at the laſt, 

The Quenis Ring vpon his finger fat. 

Quhilt the Knicht knew be countenance of the 

That he had ſene & markit that Ilk ring. (Ring 

Than to the King with kenzeit countenante 

De ſaid my Lod this is the verray chance, 

Ane Maladie hes tane me in this tyde. 

Jam fa feik na mair hunting may byde. 

Mithout J get the ſoner lum remeid, 

dout richt fair that it falbe my deid. 

Praying sour grate that ze wald giue me leit 

For to pas hame, sour grace not for to greit. 

Quod he gude freind gik ze pleis to pas hame 

J grant set leik, pas on in Goddis Mame. 

Incontinent he gat vpon his hozs, 

Fenseing him ſelk to haue ane ſeiklie coꝛs. 

Dame to his Hous into all haiſt he raid, 

And to the Quene he paſt withouttin baid. 

THithout proces deliuerit hir the Ring, 

That Scho bekoir had gottin fra the Ring. 

And tald hir how the King the fame did knaw 

On his finger, on ſleip quhen he him ſaw. 

Beleiking hir gik that the Kingis grace 

Speirit for the ring within ſchoꝛt time oz fpace 

Scho ſuld him ſchaw the fame but 9 
02 
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For to exclude Ill word and ſuſpitioun, 

Chis being done, he paſt his pꝛeuie way, 

And to his bed he maid him but delay. 

The hunting done, the King come hame at ene. 
Incontinent he ſaid unto the Quene, 

Quhair is the Ring in wedlok J zom gaue. 
Schaw me the fame, for J it now mon haue. 
Scho faid Load, fa fone ta quhat Intent 

ald ze it fe, na way it is abſent. 

Than faid the King ſchaw me it Incontinent: 
Dz J weir zow ze fall it ſair repent. 

Than vp (eho rais, and to hir Coffer went, 
And bꝛocht the Ring to him Incontinent. 
Quhen he it faw, he was richt wonder glaid, 
And halk aſchamit vnto the Quene he (aid: 
Madame kozſuith, fen fir hour J was bozne, 
Sa like ane Bing be warkmen maid oz ſchozne. 
To the Knichtis Ring, to zouris J neuer faw, 
wald haue ſwozne, war not yt now J knaw 
Baith had bene ane that gart me alk zour Ring. 
Quod ſcha my Loꝛd beleue ze fic ane thing! 
May, nap, Madame, J cry zow now mercie, 
Foz weill J wait fic thing thair can not be, 
Scho faid my Loyd, tak not fic thing in thocht 
Sor the fame man perchance yt sour ring wꝛocht 
He maid the Knichtis, and on the ſamin ſozt. 
Quod he Madame J ſaid it bot in ſpoꝛt. 

Quod ſcho my Loꝛd God mot zom grant par⸗ 
Gik ze me hald in ony fulpitioun, (doun 
God zom koꝛgiue sour Ill ſuſpitious minde, 

Git ze fufpect in ony ſoꝛt oꝛ kinde. 
Conſiddering of sour Caſtell the ſtrenth, 

And my lawtie ze haue kend at the lenth. 
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And fine sour ſelk had the keyis in keiping, 

J meruell how ze can ſuſpect fic thing. 

Quod he Madame J pray som tak patience, 

4 fait nathing koꝛ to do zow offence. 

Bot as ze knaw deſirit my Bing to fe, 

Quhiltk now agane ze fall reſſaue of me. 

THith als gude will as euer J it gaue, 

Scho faid my Loꝛd the fame J will reſſaue, 

Say ekterwart ze ſuſpect me na way, 

He ſaid Madame, that fall J not pertay. 

Ekter this time the Knicht cauſit pꝛepair 

In bis amin Hous ane Banket o2 dennair. 

Sine to the King he faid and pleis sour grace, 

This is the treuth, the verray caus and care, 

My hedfellow is cum fra hir countrie, 

Quhilk thocht greit lang my pꝛeſence fo2 to fe, 

To hir J caufit ane dennar to pꝛepair, 

CUith all my hart J wald sour grace war thair 

And pleis sour grate to do me fic Honour, 

Surelie (faid he) J will do sow pleſour. 

In that behalf, and it war mekill moir, 

The Knicht he kneillit, ¢ thankit him thairkoir 

Than in his hart he was richt wonder glaid 

Foz the kinde wozdis the King had to him faid, 

Than patt he to the Quene Incontinent, 

Be his derne Cait, the ſtraicht way is he went, 

And faid Madame, pleis zow to tak fic pane, 

Into my hous to dine with zour Souerane 

This famin day, and cleith zow vp richelie, 

As is the giſe and vſe of my countrie, 

And fit thaivat in Cabill with the King, 

Euin as ze war my wife ſpouſit with ane Ring 

And mak him all the paſtime and gude cheir. 5 
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As to his grate in belt fort can effeir. 

Scho fain Schir Knicht as ze pleis fa J will, 
As J beſt can sour pleſure to fulfill. 

The hour become, and dennar time of day, 
To the Knichts hous the King come on a way. 
In the meane time the Quene come hir dern gait 
In the Knichts hall beliue ſcho gat hir fait, 
In fic clething as the Knicht gaue command, 
Ekter the gife and kaſſoun of his land. 

And quhen the King come to the Knichtis haw, 
Sa fone as he the Ladeis viſage ſaw, 

be thocht ſcho was womã maiſt like his quene, 
Sen he was bozne, that euer he ſaw with Ene. 
Zit not the les Ilk ane on thaiv maneir, 

Chap hailzit vther as it culd beſt effeir: 

Than to the Knicht the King faid quietlie, 
Quhat is ſcho this fa ſemelie koz to fe? 

The Knicht he laid, and pleis sour Maieſtie. 
This is foꝛſuith my luke and my Ladie, 
Quhilk of lang time fra me has bene abfent, 
Bot now J am of hir cũming content, 

Sa that ze be content that ſcho is heir,. 

Jam (faid he) fa God grant me gude cheir. 
And fir thay weſche, and fine to Tabill went, 
And euer mair the King in his Intent, 

Thocht vt he knew the Quene ¢ had knawledge 
Be hir kaſſoun, hir koꝛme and hir vifage, 

And to him ſelk he laid in all his life, 

Pe neuer ſaw ane woman mair like his wife, 
Zit not the les the ſtrenth of his awin Come 
Diſſauit his minde, and led him in errour, 
That in fa fav he gaue fav mair credence 

To the Knichtis wozdig, and cullourit eloqutce 
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jNoz to the thing he ſaw with his awin Ene, 

Quhilt blindit him, ¢ als micknew his Quene 

Than ſcho began to talk of ſum glaidnes, 

And ſteir the King vp in ſum mirrines. 

Sa ſone as he hard hir ſpeiche and hir voice, 

Quhidder to ſpeik oz for to hald him clois. 

Pe not weill wiſt, bot sit faid to him fell, 

O Loꝛd in heuin heir is ane greit meruell. 

This woman is in kaſſoun and fauour 

In ſpeiche, in voice, makdome and portratour, 

In behauingis, and als in tonditiounis, 

In far, in face, in fait and in faſſounis. N 

And in all ſoꝛt fa done like my awin Quene, 

In all this warld was neuer ane liker ſene. 

And zit the ſtrenth of the Towze him begylit, 

TMith the Knichtis woꝛdis yr him fa ſlelie ſylit. 

Sa at the meit with mirrines amang, 

The Knicht deſirit the Quene to fing ane fang, 

Than ſcho began to ſing ane fang ok luke, 

The King heiring, greitlie his hart can muke. 

Said to him ſelk, and this be not my wife, 

J wait ſcho is not leuand vpon like. 

And than agane he thocht that can not be, 

Foz J mp ſelk in keiping hes the bie 

Ok the greit Towze, quhair nathing can cum in 

Bot J mp ſelt that keipis baith key and gin, 

Than na man can enter within that Towze, 

Except mpfelf, nouther be time noꝛ hour. 

Sa all denner he fat in fic confait, 

With his awain fel into fic ſtrang debait. 

And fa he fat, and wiſt not quhat to fay, 

And at the laſt he bad ſone tak away, 

The Cabill and claith, he wald na langer a ort 
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And faid he wald about the keildis ryde. 
Than faid the Knicht ¢ pleis sour Mobill grace 
Foz to remane ane pꝛettie time and ſpace. . 
THe fall zow mak mair mirrines and cheir, 
Foz without dout zour grace is welcum heir. 
Chan faid the Quene, and pleis sour Maieſtie, 
Foz to remane with vs in companie. 
Ge fall zow mak the mirrines and fpoet, 
All that we can to hald zow in comfoet. 
Siclike as dois the Quene in hir folace, 
Mith all ſeruice that we can do zour grace, 
Foz all requeiſt, planelie the King faid nay, 
Foz to remane, gart tak the Cabill away. 
And faid he was in that fame verray tide 
In fic fantife, he micht na langer byde. 
And ſa the claith and Tabill away was tane, 
Up vais the King and to the flure is gane. 
Thankit the Knicht of his kindnes and cheir, 
The Lady als into hir bet maneir. 
Sine in all haiſt to the Cattell he went, 
To ſe the Quene, gik ſcho was thair pꝛeſent. 
Aud than the Quene went on her preuie way, 
Reſt of hir clais and hir vntouth array. 
And quhen the King enterit within the Towze 
Me fand the Quene fitting intill hir Bowze. 
In the fame clais, and ſozt as he hir lekt, 
Quhairthrow he was in his ſpeiche half bereft 
Quhen he hir faw he bzaiſt hir twiſe oz thziſe, 
And faid Madame J am in ane kantiſe. 
Chis day J dynit with the Knicht as ze knaw 
And with his luke, the quhilk J neuer faw, 
Sa like to zow be kozme and kaſſoun 
Be ieh and voice, and als enten g 
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All dennar time J was fa ſteirit in thocht, 

Chat J not wiſt gik it was ze oz nocht. 

And ay my minde it was in fic difpair, 

J wift not weill gik ze war heir oz thair. 

Than faid the Quene J meruell of sour minde, 

That ta fic thing sour hart ſuld be Inclinde. 

Foz ze knaw weil the greit ſtrenth of sour towze 

As to the kepis thay ar at sour pleſour. 

And my bodie ze knaw hes na credence, 

To cum o2 gang without sour awin licence. 

And as ze knaw to fle J haue na wingis, 

ow can ze than Imagine ficlike thingis? 

Quhat kinde of way is pofibill to me, 

Foz to be in zone Knichtis companie⸗ 

Git euer ze red the buik ol Phiſnomy 

Thairin se may richt weill reid and eſpy 

That it may ſtand ane to be like ane vther. 

bowbeit that ane be not ſyb to the vther. 

Chairfoir mp Lord J sow require on richt 

haue na ſuſpect betuix me and zone Knicht. 

Chan faid the King kozſuith that fall not be, 

J avant mp ſelt into this fault gyltie. 

Into fa fav as J mifdemit sow, 

Chair is na caus fic thing to think J trow. 

Than faid the Quene fen gyltie ze zow grant, 

J ow koꝛgiue, fa fic thing ze not hant. f 

Upon the moꝛne the Knicht faid to the King 

And pleis our grace ze will me grant a thing. 

This lang ago J haue sow done ſeruice, 

The belt J culd, pertening my office, 

Ze fe my lufe is cum from hir countrie, 

And to returne hamewart koꝛ to caus me. 

And J Intend (gik it be sour pleſour — 
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Unto my luke ze wald do fic Honour, 

To mary hir in kace ok halie Kirk, 

As God commandis all Cheiftin man to wirk) 

To be at hame callit my lauchfull wife, 

Quhill dowelſum deid depart vs kra this like. 

Beleiking now sour Mobill grace heirkoir, 

Foz my rewaird, as now J afk no moir: 

Bot with sour hand deliuer hir to me, 

Bekoir the Pꝛeiſt, that the pepill may ſe. 

It will be callit to me ane greit Honour, 

Sa that it be zour graces awin pleſour. 

Quhair that my wife was geuin me be a King, 

In our countrie will be callit ane greit thing 

In fic effaivis, as is the auld faffoun, 

Cinta wedlok, quhen twaſum makis the boun 

Than faid the King, sour rewaird is to ſmall, 

That se deſire oꝛ charges me with all. 

J will do that richt glaidlie for sour faik, 

And for hir luke that now fuld be zour maik. 

The Knicht thankit the King a thoufand ſyſe, 

That anſwerit him fa kindlie on fic wife, 

The mariage and day of the banket, 

The King him fel€ he gart deuiſe and fet. 

On the quhilk day, the King with greit Honour 

Come to the Kirk to do the Knicht pleſour. 

The pariſche Pꝛeiſt with his Kirklike veftmets, 

Tas weill Indewit with all abilzements, 

Foz to ſolempne the band of mariage, 

Into the Kirk, as than was the nfage. 

In this meane time the Knicht gart mak reddy 

In his awin Hous his luke and his Lady, 

CHeill all cled wp efter the confwetude 

Ok his coũtrie qubilk he * was maiſt gude 
I. 
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And gart twa Knichtis to the Kirk hir conuox 
Iith greit blyithnes, ſolempnitie and Joy. 
Quha than beleuit his Paramouris had bene, 
Wowbeit ſcho was in deid thair natiue Quene. 
Than faid the Pꝛeiſt the quhilk was his dewtie 
Quha delyueris this woman now to me? 

Chat Jagane map gif hir to this Knicht, 
In face ok Kirk, and in the pepillis ſicht. 
Than faid the King that fall J do bedene, 
Betaus {eho is fa wonder like mp Quene. 
Juke hir all the better be my like, 
Hir face and fauour is fa done like mp wife, 
As is the vſe in filling of fic bandis 
The King he tuik his awin wife be the handis, 
And to the Pꝛeiſt he gaue this Lady bꝛicht, 
The Pꝛeiſt agane gaue hir vnto the Knicht. 
Ok halie Kirk, efter the auld faffoun, 
Than he began to reid his Deifoun, 
Upon his buik full befilie can fap, 
The band copleit he maid betwene thame tway. 
This being done the Knicht faid to the King 
Schir ze haue done to me ane kindelie thing. 
THith sour awin hand that hes deliuerit me 
This Mobill woman bekoir this companie. 
My Schip quhairin we purpois to pas hame, 
Is alreddy now fleting on the kame. 
And we wald kane with sour grates licence 
Ile war kurderit hamewart foz to pas hence. 
My Marinaris thay ar in reddynes, 
To tak vp faillis, and to the ſey thame dees. 
Thairkoir J wald sour Mobill Maieſtie 
Sen ze haue ſchawin fa greit kindnes to me, 
Unto my ee ze wald my wife conuoy, 5 
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Fo ſcho thatroł wald haue greit mirth and Joy 
Conſiddering ſcho is now to depart, 
It wald hir do greit comkoꝛt in hir hart. 
And als J wald se gaue hir gude counfall 
All man leuand koz to fozſaik all haill 
Bot me alone, quhilk is hir awin trew Knicht, 
And marpit hir into zour graces ſicht. 
Than laid the King all fic is richt godlie, 
The marpit wife obedient to be: 
To hir hulband, and all vthers rekuſe, 
J haue na dout bot all fic ſcho will vſe. 
Than went the King with all his companie, 
And to the Schip conuopit that fair Ladie. 
And be the gait his counfall he hir ſchew, 
Chat ſcho fuld be to hir Knicht trait and trew. 
Pim to obey, and hald him in Honour, 
Lufe him alone abone all creature. 
And nane leuand in hir minde fo2z to haue, 
Quhais counfall than J traiſt ſcho did reſſaue. 
Than the Quene faid and pleis sour Maieſtie 
This gude counfall that ze haue geuin to me 
It ſalbe done, and it war ten times moir, 
Quod he Madame, now J thank sow thairkoir 
Pꝛaping to God sour ſchip weill to conuoy, 
Swa to jour land that ze may cum with Joy. 
And than he tuik the Quene firſt be the hand 
And fine the Knicht, quhilk tha was hir hulbãd 
And gaue the baith his bliſſing quhair he ſtude 
quhilk to v: Quene as ſcho thocht was richt gude 
Foz at that time ſcho thocht it was hir part, 
Powbeit this King was blindit to the hart. 
Sine fir the Quene, ¢ than this nobill Knicht 
At this blind King ather e gude nicht 
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The Bing hir kiſt, and bad faiv weill adew, 

Sa like my wife (quod he) J neuer knew. 

And hir kauour will caus me think on zow 
Quhen ze ar paſt, this trewlie ze may trow. 
Than faid the Quene law kneilland on hir kne 
ZI thank sour grate that fic thocht takis on me. 
Do J not fa quhen that we ar cum hame. 

And think on zow, richt fav J am to blame. 

Joꝛ greit kindnes and Inwart courtafie 

Chat ze half ſchawin to sour awin Knicht ¢ me 
This being done, to ſchip thay mak paſſage 
Enterit in burde, and maid for thair veyage. 
Raiſit vp Ankeris, and Cabillis in thay dꝛew, 
The wind was fair, euin as thay wald it blew 
Heiſit vp ſaillis, and to ſeward thay paſt, 

Che Skipper ſpeillit belyue to the top Walk. 
To ſpy the wedder, gik tempeſt did appeir, 
Into that cace thair faillis the lawer beir. 
EHithin ſchoꝛt ſpace the ſchip was out of ſicht, 
Sa was the King baith quite of quene ¢ Knicht 
And than belpue the King hamewart he went, 
To his Caſtell, and fand the Quene ablent. 
Gik he was nopit oz crabit at his hart, 

J trow be few of ſturt can tell his part. 

his face it ſwat, his feit and handis ſchuik, 
Upon na man with patience he micht luik. 

be ſocht the towꝛe aud ſpyit all vound about, 
Git he culd find the gait quhair ſcho gat out. 
ibe fand the hoill and ſecreit way at laſt, 
Quhair y: Knicht come ¢ quhair away ſcho paſt. 
Chan erpit he out full wallaway allate, 

heir is beeum ane greit miſcheuous care. 

The Bnicht quhome to J gaue fic confidence a 
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Ok luke and fauour, be counfall and credente. 
On him alone J wald haue lippinnit my like, 
Now tratourlie hes tane away my wife, 
J was ane fule fulfillit of fantaſie, 
Chat gaue mair faith vnto bis woꝛdis flie: 
Moz J did ay to my awin ſeing Ene, 
Quhairthꝛow J want my bedkellow and quene 
And ſchamit for ay with lak and deriſioun, 
Quhilt will me being to vtter conkuſioun. 
Conſiddering weill J bad my Ene to fe, 
All man may weill exampill tak be me. 

¶ The Empꝛice than faid to the Empꝛeour 
Chis taill J tald my Lozd foz sour pleſour. 
ald God the fame that ze weill vnderſtude, 
Than fuld ze be of all danger denude. 
The Empꝛeour ſaid Madame fa haue J ſeill, 
All that ze ſaid J vnderſtude richt weill. 
Quod ſcho my Loꝛd remeber how this Pꝛence 
Unto this Knicht gaue fic perfite credente. 
Als to his woꝛdis greiter credence he gaue, 
Noz his awin Ene, fa he did him diſſaue. 
In like maner vnto thir Maiſters feuin, 
e giue mair faith nor to greit God in heuin 
Be apperance, for daylie ze may fe 
Quhat diſpleſure thay ſeuin wald wirk on me. 
Me to deſtroy thay labour nicht and dap, 
And ze giue faith to Ilk woꝛd that thay fap, 
Mair noz ze do to zour awin naturall Ene, 
Quhiltk heivetter will baith be hard and fene, 
aue ze not ſene how our fone rait my kate, 
And zit ze giue ſkarſe credente in that cate. 
Quhilk zit beiris Till the markis as ze map fe. 
Quhairok as zit J get na . 
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And als ze knaw how me be wald have ſchamit 
Dekoulit sour bed, quhairthzow J was defamit 
All this become theow his Maiſteris defence 
Quhome to ze giue fa confirmit evedence, 

This ze mark not, noz pꝛentis into sour hart, 
Bot it nopis me Inwart in euerie part. 
Thairkoir richt ſair J dout the famin thing 
Sall happin sow, as it did to this King. 

Chat gaue credence quhill he was quite begylit 
Sa is sour ſelk with thir fame ſeuin ouirſylit. 
Me faid J giue to mp Eine mair credence, 
Moz to thay feuin for all thaiv greit Science. 


Thairkoir the moꝛne fo2 all thair taillis ¢ ſawis 


My fone he fall the Judgement thoill of lawis 

And on the moꝛne his officers he gart call, 

Commandit them that thay ſuld kurthwith all 

Tak out his Sone, and on the Gallous hing, 

That it war done bekoir all vther thing. 

Chan fic ane nopis rais vp in the Cietie, 

It fo2 to heir it was ane greit pietie: 

That the Empꝛeour his awin fone fuld gar fla, 

TAlithin that toun mony hart it maid wa. 

The ſeuint Maiſter hard tell of this tythand, 

To the Sergands he haiſtit him kra hand. 

Thame foz to meit in all gude haiſt him ſped, 

Quhair thay v' childe doun thꝛow the Cietie led 

Quod he gude freinds, hartlie J sow beſeik, 

Cary ane time quhill J the Empzeour ſpeik. 

Jtraiſt to God og J cum far away. 

J fall his lite fra perrell ſaue this day. 

The Officers thay war richt wonder glaid, 

And did euin fa, as the Maiſter thame bad. 

To the Empꝛeour he haiſtit thꝛow the . 
nd 
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And on his kneis bekoir him fat he doun: 
Randering him fic reuerence as accozdis, 
Sine efter him to his Pꝛinces and Loꝛdis. 
The Empzeour with greit Indignatioun, 
Uengeabill vult, and with bꝛowis caſting doun 
Saping to him all ſozrow mot the fall, 

Baith vnto the, and to thy kellowis all. 

Ane dum zoung chylde to me ze ſeuin hes fent, 
Quhilk ſpak richt weill quye he wnto zow went 
Betaus ze ſeuin hes fend me fie ane Hidder, 
be and ze all falbe hangit togidder. 

The Maiſter faid, and pleis sour nobill grace 
Fra now to moꝛne it is bot ane fehort fpace: 
And than be none with grace of God in heuin, 
Zour fone fall ſpeik, and we his Maiſteris ſeuin 
Unto zour grace we pꝛomittis kaithkullie, 

On pane of deith, firſt we all ſeuin fine he. 
The Empꝛeour faid, gik J micht that beleue, 
Ma langer than defivit J foe to leue. 

Che Maiſter ſaid, J pray sow byde fa lang, 
And gif we kaill, all aucht ze fall vs hang. 
Than oppinlie ze fall ken all the ſtrike 

And diſcentioun, betuix vs and pour wife, 
And gif sour grace will not do ag J fay, 

Le will repent richt ſair ane vther day. 

And fall happin perchance to zow lum nicht, 
As it bechancit to ane richt courtes Knicht: 
Chat deit ſchoꝛtlie, as J in ſtoꝛie reid, 

Foz ane {mall blude that he ſaw his wife bleid. 
To quhome efter ſcho was richt vncourtes, 
And richt vnkinde, foz all His greit kindnes. 
The Empꝛeour faid Maiſter J som requeir 
Tell me that taill, richt kane J wald it heir. 
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Che Maiſter faid gar call sour fone agane 
The haill ſtozie J fall tell sow in plane. 

In time cüũming Induring all sour life 

Ze fall eſchew the ſchꝛewitnes of ane wife. 
The Empꝛeour faid J will call him agane, 
Conditionallie under the ſamin pane, 

The moꝛne oz none ſpeik he not oppiniie, 
Firſt he, fine ze, togidder all fall die. 

The SHaiſter ſaid of that J am content. 

The Empꝛeour faid and thairto J conſent, 
Than cauſit he to call the Childe agane, 
And the Maiſter tald furth his taill in plane. 
Bot the Quenes laſt taill zit farther oꝛ we ga 
Te will perſaue, oꝛ we tell ony ma. 


qMORALITAS. 


Co be extract of Morall gude ſentente, 
Bat that this Knicht ſubtellie did diſſaue 
This Robill King that gaue him fic crevence 
In lindrie fortis {chev him beneuolente. 
Syne he agane vpon the vther ſyde, 
Mith greit fallet din all bis wapis prouyde. 


As to our Quene, qubatr {eho Inkerris this taill 
To hir purpots, and to hir atin effairis. 
As thinkis me, the mater ryn des haill 
To hir awin {chame, as the taill felf veclatris. 
For to tell furth planelte {eho nut {patris 
And to reheirs the huredome that was hid 
Betuix the Knicht and the Quene that thay did. 


Conſiddering that thay ar Guenes baith 
Guba can hir quyte fic ane mater on bring 
Git ane hes {chame ft is the btheris Raith, 
Por to be fals to hir hufband and King, 
Trow ze bot our Emprice can du fic thing 
In deid J trow or all our buik be envit 
Ze fall perſaue als far {cho bes offendit. 


I NTO this taill richt {mall J can perfaue 
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Sit ane Buttour into his ſermon tell, 
And reprufe vice, greit faultis or greit errut 
In the fame bite he is gyltie him fell 
Bow fall he {rth that vite with his honour ? 
We {mattis him {elf us he wots his Pichthour 
Alwapts bpon his awin blanket he {pittis, 
And his awin tuill hard on the hetllts him hittis. 


Ok my Pichthour git J ane It tail tell 

Ok blaſphemie, vichonour, or zit ſchame, 

Et map perchance ſiclyke cum to my fell 
erbappin war, bringing on als greit blame. 
ow can J than in ony fort vefame 

My awin ichtbour, except my {elf be clene 

Sit thing fuld be conſidderit und weill ſene. 


Our awin Emprite qubome of that we now ſpeik 
Scho put reproche vnto ane bther Auene, 
Bot {cho may caſt hir Cartis in at the Cleik 
Ot the fame fort, thocht now lit be not fene 
As Alathew ſupis, euin fa as now E mene. 
Fra thy awin Ey first thow draw out the halk 
Co thy Nichtbour than peirtly thow map talk. 


Thairiotr J fay tho had nety for to fe 
Or that ane fault vnto thy Pichtbour fand, 
Ok ficlyke faultis fe tholw weill purgeit be 
Wim to reprufe cr that thow tak on band 
Ellis thy reprufe with honour can not ſtand, 
It to obey thar is few will he ubill 
Gif thow be kend in that fame culpabill . 


Wow can our Auene fa foull ane fault Inker 
Contrair ane Quene, and (cho hir {elf gyltie 
In the fame cryme, sea, and perchance far war 
Wowbeit it he clotkit matr quyetlte, 

Fy on falſet, fy on hid parlatrie, 
Chat ane Ill taill of thy nichtbour can tell, 
And that fame tafll redoundis euin to thy fell. 


¶ Ane reproche to the Emprice. 


71 HOW glaikit gallarrand quene, now with thy glorious glois 
With thy fals taillis of tene, thow trowis to win the hois. 
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Nay, nay, not fa my Iois, thairs zit fum graith to find 

Ane prick into zour nois, or we haue done behind, 

Trow ze to blaw vs blind, thairs vther taillis to tell 

Quhen ftabilit is all this wind, luik than’ quha beiris the bell: 
The wraik fall on 10 ſell, baith the ſorow and ſyte, 

Thow Proſerpine of hell, we cure thee not ane myte 

For all thy greit diſpyte, hid ouir with harlatrie 

Full weill we fall the quyte, that all the warld may fe. 

Thow byfemeir balamie, thy hippis fall thoill het haiſteris, 

For thow feruis thame trewlie, at the Chylde and his Maifteris. 


@The Taill of the Seuint Maifter is how the man 
deit becaus he faw his Wyfes finger bleid. 


Vie a time thaiv was ane Mobill Knicht, 
That had ane wife p' was baith fair & bzicht 
Quhome he fa luſit, that be na way he micht 
DE the haill day ane hour want hir of icht. 
Upon a time efter meit and glaidnes, 
Foꝛ thair paſtime thir twa went to the Ches. 
And in his hand it happinnit him to haik 
bis awin byknife, and fa amang the lait 
Thairon ſcho ſtraik hir hand a litill we 
Amaiſt ane dꝛop ok blude that ze micht fe. 
Sa fone as he the blude ſaw of his wife, 
Alwayis he ſaid, that ſcho wald lois hir life, 
Bekoir thame all, amang thame kell he doun, 
Foꝛ verray wo into ane deidlie fwoun, 
Incontinent than ſcho began to caſt 
Upon his face cauld water wonder kaſt. 
Than he ouircome within ane litill ſpace, 
The cald watter thay wap fa in his face, 
The Miniſter he gart call of the toun. 
And pꝛayit him to heir his Conkeſſioun. 
For weill he knew without ony remeid, 
Thair was nathing at him bot onlie deid. 7 
or 


——— 
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Foz na ſeiknes, noz for nane vther deid 

Bot onlie faw his wifes finger bleid. 

Che Miniſter exhoztit him anone, 

And ſone ekter to deith this Knicht is gone. 
For quhome thair was greit ſturt & beuailling, 
Amang the reſt his wife maid maiſt murning. 
The Buriall with greit folempnitic, 

Mas maid and done in bet maner micht be. 
Than this Lady ſcho maid ane ſolempne vow, 
To leik ay ſtill as dois the Crptill Dow. 

All hir life time to leik in Chaſtitie, 

And neuer to knaw ony mannis companie: 
Bot ay ly Hill abone hir hufbandis graue, 
And neuer mair warldlie comfort to haue. 
Bot euer murne vnto the day ſcho die, 

In the fame graue quhill that ſcho burpit be. 
hir freindis fap nap; that was not all the beſt, 
Sen it pleiſit God hir hulband was at reſt: 
Bad hir pas hame, and caſt hir to defend 

ic Hous c bairnis, to murne wald nathing med 
Giue to the pure, and let the deid hyne ga, 
Te think it beſt (quod thay) that ze do fa, 
Ale fall zom do all comfort that we can, 

Sine ekterwart to cheis zow ane new man. 
Caſt zow to mirth, and let zour murning be, 
Foz naturall is, that all man anis mon die. 
Scho laid counfall of zow nane will J haue, 
For J fall die widow abone this graue. 

Can ze not all conſidder foꝛ my fake, 

Sic ſair ſeiknes, and doly deith did take 

Foz ane ſmall dꝛop he ſaw my finger bleid, 
Suld J not than baith into word and deid 

On mp perſoun ſum pennance fo2z to take, 
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The cruell deith that fuffevit for mp fake. 
Thairkoir gude freinds let put sour minde to reit 
Foz in this graue falbe my ludge and reſt 7 
Quhill God finder my faull and life in tway, 
Thairkoir my freinds fra me pas hame away. 
Than hir neir freinds heiring hir vtter minde, 
Thocht in fi part thay wald with hir Inclinde 
Becaus ſcho was in ſturt and greit dolour, 
Chap wald ſum way taſt thame to hir pleſour. 
And ſaw ſcho wald do nathing bot hir will, 
Thairkoir thay thocht the fame koꝛ to fulfill, 
And cauſit to big euin at the graues ſyde, 
Ane pꝛoper ludge quhairin that ſcho micht byde 
And kurneis hir all neceflavis thairto, 
In all effaivis, oꝛ quhat ſcho had ado, 
Beleuing weill ſecho wald change hir Intent, 
And ekterwart to wirk with freinds conſent. 
Thinking richt weill yr ſcho na way wald wat 
Sicht ok pepill, bot ſcho thairto wald hant. 
Sa thay hir left into hir quiet Caif, 
Murning rich ſair abone hir hulbandis graik. 
Chair was a Law than maid in the Cietie, 
Gik ony man was condampnit to die 
On the Gallous, foz treſpas and vnricht, 
Than the Schirek fuld walk him all that nicht 
In his harnes, the mozne quhill it war dap, 
Sa that the theif fuld not be ſtollin away. 
And gik fa war, the Schirek to tine his land, 
And als his like to be in the Kings hand. 
In this meane time it happinnit that thair was 
Ane man hangit koz his thikt and treſpas. 
Than the Schirek behude that nicht on force 
All in armour to walk that hangit coꝛs, ous 
n 


I I -,. ˙ ˙.-̃ͤ—ͤĩ⏑tdſi— — —⅛ M. . ! ⅛˙uNÄ 7 yu ẽÄAßmY 


SEA GES. 241 


And fa he did, howbeit the nicht was cald, 
Quhair he watchit thair was na Hous noz hald 
It chancit that nicht ta be baith wind and rane 
Chat in na fost thaivout he micht remane: 

Foz verray cauld, he ſtude of like fic dout, 

Gnd fa belpue he blenkit him about: 

In the Kirkzaird beſide the Knichtis graue, 
Ane litill licht the Schirek can perfaue, 

Fra the winds quhair that the TUedow lay, 
bidder he gais in all the haiſt he map, 

At the ludge dure He knokit quietlie, 

And fone ſcha ſpak, and ſpeirit quha may that be. 
This time ok nicht to walkin ane pure Mido 
All wobegane, in hart richt ſozrokow. 

e faid J am the Schirek ok this toun, 

For verray cauld J am in point of ſwoun: 
Extept ze let me in mair haiſtelie, 

Moz verray cauld doutles J trom to die. 

Gik ze cum in (quod ſcho) J keir richt tate 
Chat ze fall eik my anguiſche mair and mate, 
Quhilk war neidles ſchir gik ze knew my thocht 
Quod he Lady, fozſuith that fall J nocht. 
Jpꝛomeis zom nouther in word noꝛ deid 
Tom foꝛ to traib, thairfoir haue ze na dꝛeid. 
Chan vp ſcho vais, and belyue leit him in, 
Foz verray cauld he cheuerit at the chin. 

And doun he fat, and warmit him at the fire, 
Quhilt foe to do was greitlie his deſize. 
Fra he was warmit and reſtit thair ane fpare, 
Gꝛaithlie he blent into the CUedowis face, 
Quod he Lady to diſpleis zom na way, 
Ane word with leik J wald unto som fay, 
Scho ſaid gude ſchir fay on quhat euer se pleis 
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Foz sour fapingis fall do me na diſeis. 
ie faid Lady J meruell of sour minde. 
To this vane wark that ze fuld zow Inclinde, 
Conſiddering ze ar ane fair Ladie, a 
Freſche in sour flouris, soug plefand and luſtie, 
It war mair meit, and better be ten fald, 
Foz ta pas hame and keip sour awin houſchald. 
Moz heir ta byde, and sour ſelk to deſtroy, 
Daplie in hurt, in murning and in nop, 
My counfall is pas hame to sour awin Hous, 
Giue to the pure, and gar deill greit Almous. 
Quod ſcho gude ſchir, gik J sour woꝛdis had 
D2 vt ze fuld fic ſayings to me ſchawin (knawin 
Ze ſuld not had into this Hous entrie, 
Becaus ze talk of fic purpois to me. 
J fap to zow as J faid of befoir, 
To all mp freindis, and J wald ze no moir 
Spak of fic thingis, thay fink not in my heid, 
Knaw ze not weill my huſband fufferit deid: 
Foz ane ſmall drop he ſaw my finger bleid, 
Than think ze not that J fuld do ſum deid. 
Foꝛ him agane, and tak ſum mall pennante, 
That micht me caus olf him haue remembꝛance 
Thairkoir J fall him luke on fic ane wife, 
Chat J mon lufe the eird quhair that he lyis. 
And foe his faik fic pennance tak on me, 
That quhair he lyis abone him fall J die. 
Than the Schirek tuik leik and vp he vais, 
The neireſt gait vnto the Gallous gais. 
And quhen he come the theik that he left thaiv, 
as ſtollin away, qubaivet he maid greit cair. 
And faid oft times, quhat haue J done allace, 
Heir is to me becum ane caivfull cace. 

My 
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My gudis, my geir, and alſo all my land 
My life ficlike is in the Kingis hand. 
Sa he wandzing in ſturt baith to and fro 
And wiſt not quhat to do foꝛ verray wo. 
Sa at the laſt he thocht that he wald pas 
To the Lady, befotv quhair that he was. 
Betaus ſcho was fa deuoit in hir fell, 
De trowit of hir to haue ſum gude counſell. 
Than come he on as had bene the firſt Cok, 
And at the dure quietlie did he knok. 
Quod ſcho quha is that, that ſa ſone callis now 
the Schivef is cum agane to zow. 
J haue ane ſturt and anger at mine hart, 
And J wald ſchaw thaivof to zom ſum part. 
Thairkoir hartlie J pꝛay sow let me in, 
J fall sow ſchaw the mater mair and min. 
Powbeit it was to hir ſum pꝛettie pane, 
Tit vp ſcho rais and leit him in agane. 
Than he began the cace all fo to tell. 
Quod he Lady J come to haue counſell 
Ok zow, becaus J wait richt weill ze knaw, 
Quhen ony man is hangit be the Law, 
My office is to keip him nicht and day, 
To that effect he be not ſtollin away. 
And gik he be, my like and all my landis 
TAithout remeid, is in the Kingis handis. 
It is fa chancit quhen J was heir richt now 
In the fame time quhen J talkit with sow, 
The theif quhilk J fuld haue walkit quhill day 
Sum fubtell handis hes ſtollin him quite away 
Quhairthꝛow J will Incur the Kingis keid, 
Lois all my landis, and alfo tine my heid. 
D2 ellis on force kurth of the cn to fle 
J. 
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Quhiltk is but dout ane heuie cace to me. 

Beſeiking zow sour counfall giue me to 

Into this cace quhat ze think beſt to do. 

Quod ſcho gude Schir for zow my hart is wo. 

Chat fic ane chance ſuld happin vpon zow ſo. 

Bot ſen ze haue maid zour firſt mane to me. 

IJ mon zow help, defend and als ſupplie. 

Sa wald kindnes, courtaſie and reſſoun, 

Ok ane wo hart foe to haue compaſſioun. 

Quod he Lady J lippin on zow na les, 

Bot for to haue sour counfall and kindnes. 

Betaus ze ar in greit eſtimatioun, 

In wit, wildome, and als in deuotioun. 

And J beleue to haue sour counfall now 

Foz all my caus clene J commit to ow. 

Foe it is ſaid fen firſt the warld began, 

Chair is greit help into ane gude woman, 

This Lady than was mufit with mercie, 

And on this Knicht hir hart had greit pietie, 

And laid gude Schir sour ſturt it mufis me, 

Bot tak gude hart, and ze fall helpit be. 

Do mp counfall, and ſchoꝛtlie to conclude 

Ze fall nouther lois sour life landis noꝛ gude. 

Me faid Lady that erand bꝛocht me heir, 

To ſaue my life, my landis, my gudis and geir 

Quod eho Schir will ze pꝛomeis kaithkullie, 

Quhen J haue done, that ze will Mary me: 

J will do all that J haue to zom ſaid: 

Quod he Lady of that J wald be glaid. 

THald God in heuin to me ze wald fa do, 

That J micht be sour perſoun kallowis to, 

Conſiddering J am bot ane pure Knicht 

And ze ane Lady of greit blude and of 11 5 
ald 
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TMald ze diſdane to humbill sour minde to me, 
J fuld sow ſerue with all humilitie. 

Sa baith thair mindes and all thaiv bail Intẽt 
Mas weill aggreit, quhatrof thay ſtude content 
Gude ſchir ſcho ſaid, ze knaw richt weil J wait 
How my hulband was burxit of the lait, 
Quha tufit me fa wonder weill in deid: 

That for ane dꝛop he ſaw my finger bleid: 

Me tuik in hart fic ſturt and diſpleſour 

Ok doly deith he ſufferit the ſcharp ſchour. 

Ga tak him vp foz to be sour veleif, 

And hang him vp quhair hangit was the theif 
The Schirek ſaid kair Lady be the Rude 

Tour counfall is ſubſtantious and gude. 

Than pat thay baith bauldlie wt mane € micht 
Furth of the graue thay dꝛew yp new deid knicht 
The Schtrek ſaid zit ane thing keiris me, 

The theik quhilk J gart hing vpon the tre, 
Cwa of his teith abone was ſtrikkin out, 
Thairfoir J and into ane dzeidkull dout: 

Gil ony man the ſamin fuld perſaue, 

That this deid Coꝛs his ouir teith dois haue, 
It war my deith, and callit greit diffait, 
Thairkoir to do, heirof not weill J wait. 
Scho faid sour ſel may richt weill that remeid 
J giue sow leit, fivike thee out of his Heid, 
Quod he Lady to that J war richt laith, 

Foz of Knichtheid it is aganis the aith. 
Dutherv zoldin oz deid man for to ſtrike, 

It wald greitlie baith faith and kame Inkek, 
And als quhen he was leuand heir on like, 
Except onlie my barnis and weddit wife: 

J lude him beſt of onp man leuand. 
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Thairkoir in him J can not put my hand. 
Gik ze will not now ding thame out faid ſcho 
Faith for zour lufe that fame thing J will do. 
Sa with ane ſtane twa of his teith out dang. 
Sine bad the Schirek hing him quhair the theif 
The ſchirek faid zit J keir a greit thing, (hang. 
The theif quhilk Jon the Gallous gart hing 
Ane hiddeous wound he gat in his foirheid 
At his taking, thay had at him fic fein, . 
And baith his luggis thay ſlowit quite him fra 
And sour hucband be he not euin richt fa 
It ſuld be my deſtructioun haiſtelie, 
In this mater J pray zow counfall me. 
Amang the reſt (quod ſcho) thats bot ane bourd 
Can not sour elf pefvtlic dꝛaw out sour ſwoꝛd, 
On the koirheid ſtrike him as beſt effeivis, 
Quhen that is done, than cut of baith his eiris. 
Mund he Lady fra that God me defend, 
Conſiddering unto his lifes end 
J tude fa weill, and had in companie, 
In that behalf J pꝛay sow pardoun me. 
And of bekoir J did to sow declair 
Ok clene Knichtheid the aith it is contrair. 
Giue me the word (quod ſcho) and foꝛ sour lute 
That fame to do now peirtlie fall J pute. 
Scho tuik the lwoꝛd, and to the man was deid 
Ane truell ſtraik ſcho gaue him in the Heid: 
THith the fame fword into hir greit diſpite 
Ok baith his luggis belyue ſcho maid him quite 
Sine laid gude ſchir now ze may without tarp 
But ony keir him to the Gallous carp, © N 
And hing him vp quhair the theif hang befoir, 
Sa ar ze quite of danger, ſturt and ſchoir. st 
1.6 an 
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Cha ſaid the {chivet zit ane thing reſtis in thocht 
Chairof quhill now remembrance had J nocht 
Powbeit the theif was haill in bowk and banis 
Tit weill J wait he wantit baith his ſtanis. 
And be that kend, all is foe nocht thats done 
Quod ſcho in faith the ſtanis he fall want fone. 
And with ane knife the ſtanis ſcho tuik him fra 
And faid gude Schir now to the treis him ta. 
he cumevis vs foz to byde fa lang heir, 

Quod he mp ſelk alone dow not him beir. 
Quod ſcho in faith foe that it fall not ſtop 

Tak ze the taill, and J fall tak the top. 

Foz fen he come furth of his Sepulture 

FI haue him maid ane laithlie creature. 

To the Gallous thir twa him tuik but moir, 
And hang him vp quhair the theif hang befoir, 
Than was the ſchiref of the Kingis dager quite 
Be the greit help of this Lady fa quhite. 
Than ſaid ſcho ſchir, now wonder weil ze knaw 
Pow that ze war be oꝛdour of the Law, 

Baith like and landis in danger fo2 to tine, 
And now J haue bꝛocht all to ane gude fine: 
Be mp counfall and onlie foꝛ sour luke, 

Foz zour pleſure and als foz zour behufe. 
Quhairkoir fen ze in all maters hes ſped, 

Mow J deſire agane ze wald me wed, 
Conkoꝛme to zour conditioun and promis, 
Quhilt in na fort J wait ze will not mis. 

He ſaid Lady, foꝛſuith J maid ane vow, 

That J ſuld not Mary woman bot sow: 

Sa lang as ze war leuand vpon like, 

Bot wo to him that hes the to his wife, 

Chow ſchameles ſchꝛew, and maiſt wickit of all 


Q. ij. 


248 (THE SEIN 


Tenekull tyger a vengeance on the fall, 

Ane Mobill Knicht thow had to thy hul band, 

And for ane dꝛop of blude furth of thy hand 

He had fic luke and Inwart fauour to the, 

Foz ſturt thaivef at ſchoꝛt caufit him to die. 

Thow in na wap all his lufe regarding, i 

His foꝛder teith trewlie thow did out ding. 

In his koirheid ane fell wound did thow ſtrite, 

Cuttit his luggis, and als his ſtanis ſiclike. 

Quhen J think on this vgſum vilanie, 

God me pꝛeſerue that J not Mary the. 

And foz that caus J find the fa cruell, 

To him alone that lufit the fo well, 

In time cuming thow can na better be, 

To ony man that wald lay luke on the. 

Thairkoir J fall, that thow fall ſchame na ma 

In time cuming, my awin handis fall the fla. 

And fa at ſchoꝛt he put hir thair to deid 

He dꝛew his ſwoꝛd and quite ſtraik of hir Heid, 

The Maiſter faid than to the Empꝛeour, 

Schir J require gif it be sour pleſour: 

Git that ze haue the woꝛdis of this taill tane 

The Empeonr faid ze Maiſter euerie ane. 

Scho was ane wike the woꝛſt and maiſt cruell 

That J befoir of ony zit hard tell. 

The Schirek als rewardit hir the thing, 

That {cho deſeruit, to hir deidis accoꝛding. 

Sit gude Maiſter hartlie J sow beſeik, 

That J may anis my Sone blyithlie heir ſpeik 

for that wald mak fic blyithnes to my hart, 

Fra that time furth J tair not to depart. 

Me ſaid my Loꝛd and pleis sour Maieſtie, 

That thing the mone ze fall baith heir and fe: 
ö At 
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At sour plefure, as sour felf dois defire, 

In audience bekoir the haill Impire. 

And fall knaw weill the caus of vnkindnes 
Betuix vs ſeuin, sour fone and sour Empes. 
The Empꝛeour faid gif that thing cũmis to pas 
Than sour rewaird falbe quhat ze will as. 

Me faid my Lod all is at sour pleſour, 

Sa tuik his leit than fra the Empꝛeour. 
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NTO this taill that the Doctour hes taln 
We may perſaue fentences monyfald 
Pertening to wemens bnitahflnes, 

Fixit thatr awin will to haue ay that thay wald, 

That gart hir big abone the graue ane hald 

For to mak Rnuboin hir fenzeit halynes, 

Auhilk fone fas turnit tu habit brukilnes. 

Conſidder fine how that {cho was fa bald 

In diuers fortis, and ſchew hir cruelnes. 


Hirt {cho hir {chew to be in eftimatioun, 
Ane chattt wetotv, and leit in Deuotioun 
In godly praper, and into almous weit 
Aubell fone was turnit in greit viffimulatioun 
Ot hir awin ſpous that muid fie mutulatioun. 
Guba deit hecaus be ſaw hir finger bleid, 
Guhat gaue {cho him for bis gude luke and meid 
Wis ſtanis, his luggis, {cho ſtowit, and teith out dang 
Sine on Gallous ag ane theif viv him hang. 


Weir is hir luke, heir is hir ſtabilnes 
Meir is hir fauour, heir is hir faithkulnes 
Weir hir chatitwes, heir is hir Cheritie 
Wir tourtaſie, heir is all hir Kyndnes, 
Wir womanheid, to heir is hir meiknes, 
Weir is bir hope, beir is bir boneltie, 
Meir is hir qrace, heir is hir qrauttie, 
Heir hir gunkell, heir is all hir gudnes, 
Now all is chungeit into kene crueltie. 


G meruellous God qubat may this mater mene 
Q. iiij. 
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That wemen ar fa cruell and fa kene, 

And euer geuin to wickitnes any vice 

In former time euer mair fa hes bene, 

And in na fort can zit thairfoir abſtene: 

Bot perſeueirts, this is ane mater nice. 

Dd think it heft to play thame at the dite 

The netrelt way in wurld is J wene 

To ſaue thair ſchame, fet thame on fink and fice. 


@ubatr {uly be fatth, thatr ſehaw thay tenzeitnes 
And qubatr fauour thay ſcham vnkaithtulnes, 
Quhair {uly be reft, thay rattill ap in a rane, 
Guhair tufe fuld be, thair ſchaw thay bitternes. 
Auhair peice ſuld be, thair {chav thay by balunes 
Aupair gudnes is, that lungeing haue thay nane 
Guhair tene and trap, that haus is to thame tune 
Quhair meiknes is, than thay ar menſles, 

O marpit men for so J mak greit man. 


For quby pour heidis ar ſtill bound till ane {tatk, 
And thacht ze do all ze dow for hir lamm 1450 
As so betummis baith into word und dein 
And {a Daylie on hir ſeruite dois vuik, „ 

Scho countis not all sour cunning worth a cack, 
Guhen euer {cho crathts, and caltis bukwurt the Creid 
Euin as the Knicht law his wykes finger blety, 

In luſis labour quhen euer that ze Enlaſl, 

All thing bygane {cho tountis not worth ane threi. 


Betaus thay ar fa kittill of the Came ' 


Qubylis lyke a wylde wolf qubylis as a Bow als tame 


In at boſum, and fine out at zour leit. 

Sic {aules thingts hes nouther {in nor {ehame, 

Than we Vo wrang ony way thame to blume 

Thay will do nocht that will thair hufband greit 
Nor {kantlte ſpeik without he giue hir leit, 2 

Sit Innotentis that wait of nocht bot Ill 

Chay court nacht bot ay to haue thuir will. 


Sum makis fa map, fa gymp, fa dynk and dane 
Howbeit ze ſpeik {cho will not blen agune 
And gik {cho Yo, it is out on the ſyde, 

That Hillok wald be at the fetly als kane 
That {emis ane Sanct new fenv vs fra Sathan 
Thocht {cho be brawlit and buckit lyke ane bryve 


Under 
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Under cullour ſcho is ane qraceles gyde 
Ane fule fulfillit of fantafte propbane. 
Ane rank Rebald, reddy all tymes to ryve. 


Ze gude wemen exampill heir may fe 
Be not fenzeit with kals Wypocrafie, 
In mennis (icht prefenting ane Angell 
And fine Inwart latiat wih ſubteltie, 
Fulfillit all with frauve and fallitte. 
All this berummis of the greit Beuill of Hell 
Guba daylie ſettis his curage for to quell 
All maänkynde with bis kene crudelitie 
Sa wemen dois, as now na mair 3 tell. 


¶ Ane praife to the Seuint Maiſter. 


T HOW hes put of Doctour ane doutſum day, 

The feuint and laft quhairin maift perrell lay. 
And fauit the Chylde vnto the morne quhill none 

Now in Goddis name let him cum on away 

To the Emprice, gif he hes ocht to fay. 

To fay it out, I think it war weill done 

For ſcho hes bene to him Inoportune, 

In his contrair ſcho hes done that fcho may 

To gar him mis baith Denner and Difione. 


@Ane Exclamatioun to the Chylde. 


OW fen thot ſpeikis on bir thow wreil it weill 
Git thow hes caus, thy ſelk thow hes ſum kfeill. 
Thank hir na matr, than thow had hangit bene, 

Sit thow bes hap now hit hir on the heill 

And (pair hir not, thocht {cho war {tif as ſteill 

For {cho hes bene to the richt wonder kene, 

Gußilk in na fort pertentt to ane Quene 

On fic ane wife a zoung Clerk to gar keill 

Guba wrocht neuer to bir zit tray nor tene. 


¶ How Diocleſiane on the Emprice complenit, 
And him excuſit of all maters ſcho menit. 


E F T E R that the feuin Maiſters all about 
bad fauit this Chyld of all danger and dout 
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Be gude reſſounis, ok ſtoꝛeis red and ene, 
Upon the moꝛne togidder did conuene 

To ane counfall, to fe how weill thay micht 
Conuoy this Chylde vnto his Fathers licht, 
And fra pꝛeſoun how belt thay ſuld him hing, : 
All to confult thay patt foz the fame thing. 
Sa to prefoun thay come with ane conſent ; 
Co ſpeik this Chyld bekoir the none thay went 

His opinioun and counfall fo2 to heir, 
Quhat he wantit that thap ſeuin fuld him leir. ö 
Richt weill beſene in honeſt Oꝛnament, f 
Ok his Maiſteris twaſum bekoir him went. 
And on Ilk ſyde ok his Maiſteris seid ane, b 
And thee behind, and fa fozdwart ar gane. 
And fourtene men in thaiv companie went f 
Ilk ane playing on diuers Inſtrument. 

And euerie ane was Maiſter in Muſick, 

Foz Melodie and mirth thair was nane fick, 

To the Palice this Chylde thay did conuoy, 
Uith greit blyithnes, mirth melodie and Joy, 
Sa that the ſound ok all the Inſtrumentis 

And the greit nopis in at the windolg wentis. 
Quhat was the nopis, the Empꝛedur did demad 
Chay faid it was his fone cüming at hand, 
Unto sour grace, for to extuſe Him. fell, 

Ok part of plaintis, quhilk ſum did to zow tell, 
The Empꝛeour (aid thay tythandis lykis me, 
My fone ſpeiking gik J micht heir oz le. 

In the Palice this zoung Chylde tuik entres 
Quhairok mony maid mirth and mirrines. 

And quhen he come to his Fatheris pretence, 

Me hailſit him with dewlie reverence 

TAlith Honour kauour, and all humilitie, 
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As him become, o culd of courtaſie. 
The companie, and all about was glaid. 
Mith greit blyithnes to his Father he faid, 
Dale Father deir, helth Honour and weilkair 
Be to sour grace, foꝛ now and euer mair. 
Sa fone as he of his fone hard the vois, 
Into his hart it did him fa reiois: 
Chat his greit luke his wittis it did confound, 
Chat he for Joy flatlingis fell to the ground. 
Than vp agane his ſone tuik him in haiſt, 
And diuers times in his armes he him bꝛaiſt. 
Sa with weit woꝛzdis and cofoetabill bꝛaſing 
Fra ſwoun agane he did his Father being. 
Als fone fra fwoun the Empꝛeour did walk, 
Che Chylde began to his Father to talk. 
Zit of pepill thaiv was fic confluence, 
The Chylde to ſpeik micht ſcarſe get audience. 
The Empꝛeour he cauſit caſſin be, 
Gꝛeit ſowmes of gold out thꝛow the hail Cietie 
To that effect to dꝛaw the pepill away, 
That he micht heir what thig his ſone wald ſay 
Ok the money zit ſum tuik [mall regaird, 
That the zoũg man fa fane thay wald haif hard 
The Empꝛeour he cryit giue audience, 
In pane of deith Ilk man to keip ſilence. 
Cha all was clois, to ſpeik thair durſt na man 
Sine foe to ſpeik Diocleſiane began. 

Icy Father deir humblie J sow beſeik, 
That ze will caus oz J ma woꝛdis ſpeik, 
Zour awin Empzice with hir kair Ladeis gent 
At my ſermon Ilk ane to be pꝛeſent. 
The Empzeour Incontinent gaue command, 
That the Empꝛice ſuld hidder cum fra hand. 
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With hir Ladeis of hir Chalmer Blk ane, 
To hir belyue the Meſſinger is gane, 
And in all haiſt the Meſſage tald hir till, 5 
And ſchew to hir the Empzeouris minde ¢ will 
Scho heiring that ſcho tuik ane felloun feir, 
Tas na remeid, bot all thay did compeir. 
Than did the Childe defive the Empzeour, 
Chat all the Ladeis of the Empꝛice bour 
Suld ſtand on raw, Ilk ane at vtheris ſyde, 
In pane of deith that nane thame elk ſuld hyde 
That the pepill micht all thame planelie ſe 
Thair trim makdome, and als thair honeſtie. 
Chair fauour, pair face, vair fame & pair faſſoũ 
Chair bꝛaue hauingis, and thair paintit perfor 
Upon the deis thay damis qube vai war dꝛeuin 
Chap war maiſt like Angellis cũ furth of heuin 
Chap war fa ſweit ſũ ſaid thay war all fanctis 
Trew men thame callit als trim as termigantis 
Than ſtude thay vp all into plane peefence, 
And to the Childe gaue oppin audience. 
Than faid the Childe Father litt vp sour Ene, 
Behald how lang that ze haue blindit bene 
Tith sour Emprice that is zour Maryit quene 
And that zoung wenche that all is cled in grene 
Quhiltz is hour Mayd vnto sour awin Empꝛes 
Quhome ſcho hes matr in fauour and kindnes, 
Than euer ſcho had J dar weill tak on me 
Sen thay fir met than to sour Maieſtie. 
Quhome J defive gif it plefit sour grace 
To be vncled bekoir zow in this place. 
That being done, richt weill ze fall perſaue, 
Sic ane hour Mayd, and fic Empꝛice ze haue. 
To quhome anſwerit this Mobill n 
ow 
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Chow knawis fone it is not mp Honour, 

It will be ſchame to me and to vs all, 

Ane naikit Mayd befoir vs foz to call. 

Chan faid the Chylde ane Maydin gif {cho be 
All the greit {chame thairok beis laid on me, 
Gik eho be not ane zoung Mayd as ze tell, 
Than let all ſchame remane fill with hir fell, 
The Empeour than commandit that be done, 
Che Officers thay unbecled hir fone. 

The clais of tane, it weill appeirit than 

It was na Mayd, bot alwayis was a man, 
And be all ſignes ok memberis naturall, 
Quhairof mony had wonder greit meruall. 
Than faid the fone with all humilitie, 

Che verray treuth now Father ze may fe, 

Ok the falfet, and the greit fubtelnes 

Of this Rebald, and als of zour Empꝛes, 
How day and nicht hes zow in blindnes led, 
Quhen thay beſt thocht hes ay defoulit sour bed 
In sour Chalmer ay vfit fic harlatrie, 
Foznicatioun, buredome, and Adulterie. 

Mot regarding Goddis Law noz conſcience 
Moz zour dꝛeddour, sour luke and reuerence: 
Bot euer mair thair luſt and thair pleſour, 
Tui quhen thay lift, ta zour greit diſhonour. 
Quhen the Empꝛeour ſaw all the veritie 

bow this zoung man was cled as ane Ladie, 
And vſit nichtlie in Chalmer with the Quene, 
Foz verray weaith, Impatience and tene 

bis Ene thay gloweit, and als his face it ſwellit 
Dis greit anger thair is na man can tell it. 
We commandit thane baith Incontinent 
Uithout mertie to be condampnit and bꝛint. 
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Chan faid the fone Father remane a time, 
Quhill J repwufe hir of the cruell crime 
Scho laid on me, and falflie on me bꝛocht, 
The thing vat J had neuer in minde nog thocht 
The Father ſaid that thing and all the reſt 
Is in zour handis, do with it as ze think beſt. 
Than laid the fone; ane lier git ſcho be, 
Than let the Law coꝛrect hir for hir lie. 
Bot ze fall knaw quhen ze firſt koꝛ me ſent, 
My fell J pa and ſpyit the Firmament. 
Quhairin J ſaw, ane woꝛd gik that J ſpak 
ithin ſeuin dayis, that J with ſchame ¢ lak 
Suld thoill the deith with all greit crueltie 
Be ony way that culd deuiſit be. 5 
And that alone be the greit koirthocht feid 
Ok the Empꝛice, Imagining my deid. 
That was the caus Father J durſt not ſpeik, 
Thairkoir pardoun at som now heir J ſeik. 
And quhair ſcho fapis that J wald hir oppeett 
That is in treuth ane lefing manikeſt. 
Bot trewlie ſcho did all that in hir was 
In all kin foet to being that thing to pas. 
And quhen ſcho faw that J rekuſit fic thing 
And anſwerit not, Intontinent did ſcho being 
Paper and pen, with Ink ſcho had reddie 
Pꝛapit me to wzite my minde thair qupetlie. 
And quhen J wait, and all hir minde rekuſit, 
And praying hir for to hald me excuſit: 
for J wald not defoull my Fatheris bed, 
Than the wꝛyting vnder hir keit ſcho tred. 
Sine raik hir face, and all hir robbis rent, 
And with loud voice ſcho cryit Intontinent. 
And zit that crime ſcho laid alone on me, 
Father 
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Father in treuth this is the veritie. 

Quhen the Empꝛeour this tail hard til him tald 
The Quenes face greitlie he did bebald, 

With awſum vult, angrie and als auſteir, 

And not but caus, ſaying on this maneir. 

O maiſt filthie and ſchameles creature: 

Micht thow na way ftancheit thy foull nature 
THith my bodie, and with thy Rebald knaik, 
Bot in like ſoꝛt my awin fone thow wald baif, 
O wickit wife neuer taking regaird 

Ok thy awin ſchame, noz of heuinlte rewaird. 
Had thow tane Heid quhome of p* was diſcendit 
Chow wald neuer fa fav to me offendit. 

Thow wꝛocht alwayis that euer thow culd In⸗ 
On the Gallous to gar my fone be ſchent. (uent 
And ap thy minde with falfet was Inkectit, 
Traiſting all time fic wald not be coꝛrectit. 
Bot God is Juſt, howbeit he thoill a time, 

As he thinkis caus. he will puneis the crime. 
Thairkoir becaus of fic thow had na ſchame, 
Upon thy ſelk fall ly baith wite and blame: 
That me fa lang thy bedkellow hes: blindit, 
Chairfoir thy fleſche for ſic kaults now fall find 
Cha gruiſſings ſwyith ſcho fell vpõ hir face (it 
Doun at his knie, and at him cvpit for grace. 
Saping gude Loꝛd, foꝛ thy Pꝛintelie pietie, 
To me maiſt vile thow wald grant ſum mercie. 
Foz my greit gylt heir planelie J confes, 
Geant me ſum grace for thy greit gentilnes. 
Than till hir ſaid this Mobill Empꝛeour, 
Quhilk was fulfillit of ſturt and diſpleſour. 

O vyle woman foz mercie thow dois craif, 
Quhilt be na way is not woꝛthie to haik. 
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The cruell deith thow hes deſeruit theife, 

Quhilk J fall ſchaw planelie in thee kin wife, 

Firſt thow hes done the fin ok Adulterie, 

To the greit ſchame and contemptioun of me, 

Quhilk be the Law, expꝛes is na remeid 

(Ane Pꝛinces bed for to defoull) bot deid. 

Than ſecundlie, my onlie ſone and Air 

Thow did pꝛouoke to be ane Adultrair. 

To that effect to the Chalmer him led, 

TUith the to ly, and to defoull my bed. 

Quhilk ſeruis deith, as na man can ercufe, 

Albeit in treuth the fame he did rekuſe. 

ChHridlie Ilk day with fals taillis tyſtit me, 

Aganis Juſtice, to gar my awin fone die. 

Betaus thow knew his Clergie and cunning, 

Thy foull baudzie ¢ filthines wald furth being 

Thairkoir be Law thow ſeruis puneiſt be, 

And of the Law to haue extremitie. 

Than faid the fone, Father richt weill ze knaw 

How {eho daylie tyſtit sow (not be Law) 

Bot with hir taillis and kenzeit fals Iefing, 

Upon Gallous but mercie me to hing. 

THar not thꝛow help of my gude Maiſters ſeuin 

And firſt ſupplie of the greit God in heuin: 

Quhilk will euer the Innocent defend 

And into neid will to thame fuccour fend. 

Dubilk pꝛeſentlie now he to me hes done, 

Into my neid hes fend me fuccour fone. 

Allwa Father J trait it was sow tald 

Be sour Empꝛite, that J purpoiſt and wald 

Depziue sour grace fra this Mobill Impire, 

Quhilk neuer was zit trewlie my deſire. 

And als {cho ſaid that it was my Intent, = 
ow 
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Zow to deſtroy with my Maiſteris conſent, 
And be that way sour rowmes foz to obtene, 
Quhilk trewlie zit my minde did neuer mene. 
Sic foz to do J pꝛay God me defend, 

Dz sit think fic vnto my liues end. 

Foz of zour grace my leuing all J hait, 

Te zit on liue, J aw na mair to crait̃. 

Jam pour fone, and ze my Father deir, 
ald J sow want koꝛ ony warldlie geir. 
Map, nap, not fa foꝛ J fall ay laubour 

Foz to vphald sour weilkair and Honour, 

At my power and vtter diligence, 

With hart and hand, and all gude reuerence. 
At sour pleſure, sour bidding and command, 
Leſting sour life, ay conftant fall J ſtand. 
Bot sour emprice ſcho wꝛocht baith nicht c day 
In all kin ſozt to wirk betuix vs tway 

As the Father keſt the fone in the fie, 

Betaus the fone faid him for veritie: 

Chat he ſuld be abone his Father Lod, 

To the qubilk taill the Father did not cod, 
Chan the Father keſt the fone in the fie, 

Bot the greit God gaue him help and ſupplie: 
And wald not thoill that time he fuld be deid, 
Bot thꝛow his grace he fend him fone remeid. 
Zit the ſonnis taill it come trewlie to pas, 
And the Father ane myte not war he was. 
To the Father quhat hinderance culd it be, 
Powbeit the fone had obtenit dignitie. 

Mot hindering the Father in na fot, 

think it fuld haue bene to his comfort. 

And God willing Father my gouernance 


e fall perſaue fall be na inn, 
„J. 
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Moz pꝛeiudice in na fort to zour grace, 

Bot alwapis falbe mirth Joy and folace. 

Than faid on heich this Mobill Empꝛeour, 
To God alone be louing and Honour, 

That fic ane fone vnkozſeruit hes me fend, 

To gyde this Realme efter my dapis end. 

Sa wife, fa gude, fa verteous in all thing, 

Co greit weilkair fa abill his Realme to being, 
Mow mp deir fone hartlie J the requeir, 

Tell me ſum taill that all about may heir. 
Quhairthꝛow vai may thy wiſdome vnderſtãd 
Quod he Father that fall J tak on hand. 

Sa ze command all men to keip filence, 
Quhill J haue done, and giue me audience. 
Quhen J haue done as ze think expedient 

Dn sour Empꝛice giue furth tha sour iudgemẽt 
Than filence was commandit to all man, 
Diocleſiane thus gaits his taill began. 


E FT ER Cptan had tane his ſtaf in hand 

And lichtlie lap as Lod out ouir the land 

Becaus the day was baith ſweit foft and fair, 

Than vp F vais, and paſt to my Libꝛair. 

And ſtudyit thaiv, a quhyle as J thocht gude 

Betaus it was my vſe and conſwetude. 

And fa efter my leſſoun was compleit, 

Than to rekreſche, J recreat my ſpꝛeit. 

As koꝛ that tyme J laid on ſyde my buke, 

And in my hand ane vther Golume tuke, 

Ok lychter dyte, and floepis of the ald, 

That ſeir auld men bekoir in tymes had tald 

In quhilk Golume diuers ſtozeis ouir keſt, 

That pleſand was, bot zit amang the reſt A 
ne 


——- lc 


SEAGES. 261 


Ane kyne kabill in that volume J fand, 
Quhilk at this tyme to our purpois may ſtand. 
Chis was the Mairch of the mater in deid, 
As ze fall heir this Cale and J pꝛoceid. 
Bet this tyme thair was ane nobill knicht 

Manlie in mynd and aboundant in micht. 
Ane gay Lady he had vnto his wyke, 
And betuix thame thay led ane Godlie lyke. 
Onlie ane Sone he had na barnis mo, 
Quhome of vai tuik, greit mirth blyithnes dt Jo 
And him delpuerit in fav and ſtrange countric, 
Dim to Inſtruct and fo2 to leir Clergie: 
Ok cunning men that Clergie had perqueir, 
As ze haue done to me this mony zeir. 
Sa this zoung man as he in perſoun grew, 
Sa daylie did in cunning and vertew. 
Sine efter that he was ſeuin zeir at lair, 
Conſiddering he was his Fathers Air. 
And had na ma to bzuik his heritage, 
At ſeuin zeiris end he fend for him Meſſage. 
Chargeing him fone foz ta cum hame fra hand 
Quhilt he obepit his Fathers haill command. 
And quhen he come to his Fatheris pꝛeſence, 
be hailſit him with all gude reuerence. 
As him effeivit, with greit humilitic, 
bis Mother als in ſemblabill degre, 
Quhairok thay had baith game gle ¢ blyithnes 
That thair ane fone was cũmin to fic grace. 
Joꝛ not alone in vertew he Increſt, 
Bot alſo was of bodie the liklyeſt. N 
Manlie and ſtout weill maid at all faſſoun, 
TUeill fauourit of face and gude pꝛopoztioun. 
Gentill, humane, courtes, spar and fre, 

„JJ. 
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All man him lude for his humanitie. 

Sa on a time it chancit vpon ane day, 

bis Father and Mother at tabill fat thir tway 

The fone ſeruing thame baith richt courtallie, 

Fra the Kitching the courſis bꝛocht cumlie. 

In the meane time on ane tre lichtit doun, 

At the windo, and fang with heuinlie foun, 

Ane nichtingail, quhilk fang with noitis fa cleir 

Sa wonder weit, that all hir noitis did heir. 

Aucht dapis in ane thay wald neuer thocht lag 

To heir that bird, fa done weit was hir fang. 

Than faid the Knicht weil war he all his dapis 

That vnderſtude quhat zone bird ſingis oꝛ fapis. 

Than faid the fone Father with sour Honour 

Sa that it be to zow na diſpleſour, 

The birdis fang J fall declaiv to sow, 

Bot J am feivit that ze tak ſturt thairthꝛow. 

The Father faid fone for my benneſoun, 

Quhat the bird ſingis mak Interpꝛetatioun. 

Sap on bauldlie, foe na perfoun tak feir, 

Foz J thaivat fall na wapis change my cheir. 

Than faid the fone this is the verray taill, 

Chat ze Father heiris of the Michtingaill. 

That J fall be fic ane man ok greit micht, 

And Honourit be with Lord Barroun ¢ Knicht 

And fall cum to, that ze my Father fre 

The water plait that ze ſall hald to me. 

And my Mother bekoir me {eho fall ſtand, 

Beſyde sour fel€ with towell in her hand: 

Maitting qubill J weſche my handis in v' plait 

This is the fang that the bird fang of lait. 

The Father ſaid thow fals mifleivit knaif, 

Chow fall of vs fic ſeruice neuer haik: 
+) 02 
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Moz neuer fall cum to fic dignitie, 
Chat we twa fall mak fic ferwice to the. 
Sa in malice, and into greit wodnes, 
In greit kurie, and vnnaturall kindnes. 
He led his fone, and ket him in the fie, 
In diſpleſour, Inuy and crueltie. 
Saping efter in the fey he him flang 
Ly thow thair fill, geſſar of birdis ſang. 
The Chylde culd fwym, and fa chancit to land 
TMlith heill and quert helpit be Goddis hand. 
And kaſtit thaiv as the hiſtoꝛie fapis, 
But meit o2 dꝛink be the fpace of four dayis. 
On the kykt day be chance ane {chip come by, 
Quhairon ſchairplie richt loud the chyld ca cry. 
Skipper of ſchip for luke and cheritie, 
Fra this pervell J pꝛay sow to faue me. 
The fkipper hard, and belyue dye to land, 
And ſaw the Chyld, and in quhat ſtait culd ſtãd 
On him thay had reuth and compafitoun, 
Seing he was ane liklie gude perſoun. 
The chance ok deith fa narowlie eſchewit, 
All in ane voice thair hartis vpon him rewit. 
And in on burde belyue did him reſſaue, 
And in kar landis to thair countrie did haue. 
Than to ane Duke ok that countrie him fauld, 
Foz ane greit ſowme of money to thame tauld. 
And as this Chylde grew daylie into age, 
In lite maner he grew in perſonage. 
Meik and humane, in maners comkoztabill, 
Gentill, Jocund, and to all game richt abill. 
Sa to all men he come in fic fauour, 
Che Duke him lude, and tuik at him pleſour. 
Into fa far, he had the haill N 
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Ok all his Hous, and the pꝛeeminence. 

In the fame tome the King of that countrie, 

All his greit Lows, and counfall callit he. 

bis greit Barrouns, his knichts and nobill men 

That of his mind ſum part that thay micht ken 

Amang the reſt euin did this Duke alfo 

To the counfall pꝛeparit him fo2 to go. 

And with thame tuke this Chyld in companie 

Foz his wiſdome, and his greit courtaſie. 

All thir Loꝛds come with full greit reuerence 

Bekoir the King gaue dew-obedience, 

Chap being all togidder fa conuenit, 

To pane in plane ve king ſchew quhat he menit 

Saving my Loꝛds and my trew Barrounis all 

ow to counfall foe this J did zow call. 

The mater is fa greit J haue to tell, 

Thairkoir J wald ze keipit all countell 

Git onp man the treuth will me declaiv, 

J him pꝛomit my douchter and myne Air: 

Into fpowfage, and efter me be king, 

Quhen J am deid, for ap to bzuke my Ring. 

This is the treuth, and mater mufis me, 

About this plate reſozts Nauins thee: 

And followis ap quhair euer J gang oꝛ Ipis 

Rowpand in ane, and euer on me evpis. 

Quhylis me behind, ¢ quhylis thay cum bekoir 

TAith ſiclyke luks, as thay wald me deuoir. 

Chap leif me not bot ay continuallie, 

Chap rowp thay rair, and euer ſchouts on me. 

Scraipand the eird and waffand wi pair wings 

Dawbing thair nebbis c at the windois dings 

Chairfoir J fend gif onp of sow did knaw, 

Che caus heirok, that ze wald to me ſchaw. 5 
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bis gude rewaird he fall not neid to cvaif, 

As J haue faid the fame thing fall he bait, 

Sa he deuoyd the Rauing fra me all clene, 
And in my ficht that thay na mair be ſene. 
Quhen this was mufit to all the counfall thair 
Thair was na man the queſtioun culd declair. 
Chan faid this Chyld to his maiſter the Duke 
The man on hand that zone ſame queſtioũ tuke 
Foz to declair wald he get his promis 

Fra the Kings grace, sea, quod the Duke J wis. 
Than faid the Chylde git it pleſit sour grace, 
To ſchaw the King, J fall declair the cace, 
Under the pane to put my Heid in pledge, 

As he hes faid, foe to fulfill the wage. 

Quh' y' Duke hard this tail he was richt glaid 
Incontinent paſt to the King and faid, 

And pleis zour grace thair is ane zoung mã heir 
Ane cunning Clerk, in Clergie richt perqueir. 
MWiſe and wittie, and of Ingine richt hie, 
Quhilk pꝛomiſis that he fall ſatiſſie: 

All sour deſires and the famin fulfill, 
Tuitching the Rauins, fa that it be sour will, 
Foz to compleit the thing that ze haue faid, 
Faith (quod the King) thairok J will be glaid. 
Chan bꝛocht the Duke this Chyld into preféce, 
Bekoir the King with all gude reuerente. 
Than faid the King, zoung man can ze declair 
The queſtioun that J pꝛoponit air: 

Befoir my Loꝛdis, tutching the Rauins thee. 
Than faid the Chylde that fall J do trewlie, 
Sa that sour grace sour pꝛomeis will fulfill. 
Chan faid the King but dout trewlie J will, 


Quha euer will this queſtioun declair, 
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Me fall mary my douchter and mine Air. 

Than faid the Chyld this is the caus and quhy 

Chat thir thee Rauins dois daylie on sow cry. 

Chair was twa Rauins, ane female c ane male 

That had clekkit the theid withouttin kale. 

Quhair thay clekkit into that Ilk countrie, 

Tas greit hounger, derth and penuritie, 

Foz fault of fude, wemen and men dereiſt, 

In lyke maner fa did baith foull and beiſt, 

Than this zoung Rauin being intill hir nett, 

The Mother flew ouir keilds quhair ſcho thocht 

Seiking hir kude, in lad out ouir all quhair (belt 

And ok hir bird ſcho tuik na ſturt noz cair. 

Than the Male Rauin ſeing that diſpleſour, 

Upon him fel€ he tui daylie laubour 

Tith panis and pine, and greit penuritie, 

Fed this zoung Bauin quhil it had ſtrenth to fle 

And fend the ſelk out ouir the keildis fair, 

Sa of Mother it tuik na ſturt noꝛ cair. 

Mow is pat by the ſkant time of the zeir. 

Meit grew at large, and vittaillis was not deir 

Men beiſt and foull, had meit aboundantlie, 

The Female Rauin come hame than haiſtelie. 

And wald haue had fic freindſchip ¢ kindnes 

To the zoung Rauin as he quhil in diſtres. 

Fed him with kude quhill he culd fend him fell, 

The Female Nauin thairok tuik na trauell, 

Than the male Rauin tuik weil into hir thocht 

How he his bird had nureiſt and vpbꝛocht, 

In time ok derth, penuritie and kant, 

Me thocht na way his bird that he wald want 

Foz the Female out ouir the feildis flew, 

And left hir bird but help oz sit reſkew. an 
till 
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Still in the nek qubilk thairkra culd not fie, 
Bot thair on force foꝛ to ly Hill and die. 
Thairkoir the male thocht he had mair kindnes 
To the zoung Rauin, that in neid and diſtres 
Dut of perrell it nureiſt and vpbꝛocht 

Moz the Female that flew and fed it nocht. 
Thairkoir the Male ſayis that he ſuld poſſeid 
Dis awin zoung bird that helpit it in neid. 
Rather than ſcho quhilk in necellitie, 

Left it alone but help in point to die. 

Than the Female alledgis this agane, 

That in the birth ok hir bird had mair pane: 
Mair laubour, ſoꝛrow, and penuritie, 

Mair hounger than the Male had be fic thee. 
Thairkoir of him ſcho aucht to haue mair mirth 
That had of him fic ſoꝛrow in hir birth. 

Foz this Ilk caus my Souerane Loyd the King 
Chir Rauins cryis, and for nane vther thing. 
Deſiring zow to Judge be sour wifdome, 
Quha this zoung bird fall bzuik in time to cum 
Thairkoir will ze on this thing giue fentence, 
Chap will na mair cum in sour grace pꝛeſence. 
Than faid the King becaus that the Female 
Left hir awin bird into fic neid and bale, 

And in na foet wald nureis it noꝛ feid, 

Bot kra it fled quhen that it had maiſt neid. 

I think alwapis with reſſoun it fuld fland, 
The bird fuld be at bidding and command: 
THith the Male Rauin, and in his companie, 
Betcaus he fed it in neceflitie, 

And quhair that ſcho alledges hir agane 

To haue mair ſturt, ſozrow trauell and pane 
In his clekking, furth bꝛinging and his birth. 
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J fap to zow all that was turnit in mirth, 

Sa fone as {eho hir awin bird quick culd fe, 
Scho quyte foꝛzet hir greit aduerſitie. 

And als the male is caus of pꝛoductioun, 

And Inſtrument of all generatioun, 

Jay alfo in time of hir greit neid, 

be did his bird with pane nureis and keid: 
Quhen the Female it left into the neſt, 

In greit hounger, and als with cald oppzeſt. 
Thairkoir J giue diffinitiue fentence, 

That the Male Rauin fal ap haue Hill pꝛeſente 
The fellomichip and als the companie 

DE the zoung bird, quhair euer he gang oꝛ fie. 
And the Female his kellowſchip fall want it, 
Except the Male vnto the Female grant it. 
Than gquhen y' Rauins hard the King fa declair 
Incontinent thay flew vp in the air, 

TAlith fic ane nopis, as it had thunder bene, 
And was na mair into that Regioun ſene. 
This being done, in ſchozt time efter than, 
Incontinent the King callit this soung man: 
And faid gude freind sour name to me ze ſchaw 
Alexander (quod he) Schir thay me caw 

Than faid the King ze fall tak nane bot me 
Foz zour Father and se my fone fall be. 

Foz ze fall haue mp douchter in fpowfage, 

And efter me fall bevik hir heritage. 

And euer Mill fall heir be Lozd and King 

And all this Bealme fall haue in gouerning. 
Than Alexander in Houlhald Hill he baid, 
Daplie ſeruice vnto the King he maid. 

All men him lude for his greit courtaſie, 

bis gentilnes, and his humanitie. 

De 
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ibe was fa ſokt, fa humbill and manſweit. 

Courtes, cunning, debonar and diſcreit. 

In all gude games him ſelk he did frequent, 

In hors, harnes, Juſting and turnament. 

And all gude games ganit for ane gentill man, 

Daplie exercit, and ay the pꝛaiſe he wan 

Abone all thame that dwelt into Egypt, 

Me fav excellit, and had the Maiſterſchip. 

In all that Realme nouther be far noz neir, 

In manlie actis thair was nane found his peir 

Moz zit thair was na greit obſcure queftioun, 

Bot he thairto wald giue ſolutioun. 

Sa he gydit in all thing and weill peufit, 

THith zoung and auld wonder weil he was lulit. 
¶ In this meane time Tytus the Empꝛeour 

Quhilk was a man of greit micht and Honour 

Ok gentilnes, and als of courtaſie, 

In all vertew he was ane A per fe. 

Muir all the warld fa fav rang his renoun, 

That he pꝛecellit all vther that bure Croun. 

Into fa far, that ouir all quhair did fle 

Dis Mobill name of Liberalitie. 

And round about into all partis him by, 

Baith far and neir oppinlie gart he cry: 

Git ony man in maners and wildome, 

And gude Ingine, unto his Court wald cum: 

Suld be Intreit into thair awin degre, 

And rewardit efter thair kacultie. 

Quhen Alexander hard tell of fic ane thing, 

Pe paſt fra hand to his Father the Bing, 

And faid to him kneiling vpon his kne, 

And pleis sour grate my Mobill Father fre. 

The Mobill Court and courtaſie is knawin 
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DE the Empeour, and to sour grate is ſchawin 

Chat euerie man delites thair to abyde, 

That hes knawledge outher to gang oz ryde. 

Leirning fall leir, maners and manlynes, 

Pꝛettick of weiris, gude gyding and pꝛoues. 

Dew Intreitting, with Honour laude and gloir 

And greit rewaird he fall obtene thairkoir. 

And pleis sour grace J wald deſüre hartlie, 

Into that Court and companie to be. 

That J micht wit and vertew daplie leir, 

My ſelk exertce in Mobill actis of weir. 

Chis of sour grace richt humblie J deſtre, 

Ma wapis mening that of sour grace J tive. 

Foz God willing J fall returne agane, 

To zour pleſure, quhilk ig my Souerane. 

Than faid the King sour talking pleſis me, 

Bot laith war J to want sour companie. 

Lit not the les caus ze fic thing defive, 

J will glaidlie grant it that ze require. 

Bot oꝛ ze pas fe that ze furneiſt be, 

In all bebalfis, gold, clais, hors and monie. 

That ze want nocht that is neidkull to haue, 

That ze vairthꝛow map baith our Honours ſaue 

Siclike FJ think it war expedient, 

That ze ſuld fpous my douchter oꝛ ze went. 

D2 ze returne perchance ane barne furth being 

Than wiſt this Realme outher of quene oꝛ king. 

Alexander than faid onto the King, 

And pleis sour grace to ſpair me of that thing 

Till my returne, than fall J with Honour 

Zour douchter ſpous with sour graces pleſour 

Than faid the King of that Jam content, N 

Euin as ze will, thairto J do confent, . 
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And grantis zow heir with all beneuolence, 

To pas sour time quhair that ze pleis licence, 
Than Alexander at the Ring tuik gude nicht, 
And all ve Loads, baith Barroun ſquire & knicht 
Sine laſt of all he paſt to the Ladie, 

Cuik his gude nicht, and gaue hir knikes thre, 
Bad hir be blyith, for lang he thocht not hyde, 
Scho faid gude ſchir J pray God be sour gyde. 
Sa kurth be faivis, ane liklie man to luik, 

And lap on hoꝛs, and on his veyage tuik. 

And with him went ane honeſt companie, 
With gold, filuer, furneiſt at all plentie. 

Unto the Court quhair that the Empꝛeour was 
ibe takis Joꝛnay, and fa foꝛdwart can pas. 

And quhen he come befoir the Empꝛeour 

Upon his kneis he hailſit him with Honour: 
Gꝛeit reuerente and all humilitie. 

Bot fa fone as the Empꝛeour culd him fe, 
Quhair that he fat, out ok his fait he vais, 

To Alexander but mair tary he gais. 

And kiſlis him, as was of Court the gife, 

And in his armes he him Imbzaſit twiſe. 

Sine him inquirit quhat was his name fra gad 
Quhairkra he come, quhilk was his natiue land 
Siclike he ſpeirit quhairkoir that he was cum. 
Tell on he ſaid, the treuth of all and ſum. 

ibe ſaid and pleis sour Mobill Maieſtie, 
Alexander men vfis to call me. 

The King of Egypts fone and Air J am, 

J wait his grace will ratiſie the fame, 

And is cum heir vnto sour Maieſtie, 

To do ſeruice, gif ze will accept me. 

Se ar weltum the Empꝛeour faid than, 
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Le ſeme to be ane Mobill gentill man. 

To his Stewart than ane command he gaue, 

That in houſhald Alexander he fuld reſlaue. 

The Stewart than to ane Chalmer him led, 

And ſchew him quhair that he ſuld haue his bed 

Meill perkurneiſt into all neceſſaris, 

TUith pertinentis thairto in all effaris. 

Alexander behauit him fa wiſe lie, 

With all the Court and Ilk minis lufe wan he 

Sa in ſchozt time kor his weill behauing, 

Maiſter Keruour he was maid to the King. 

Mot lang efter the Kingis fone of France, 

To do fernice and daylie obſeruancte. 

In like maner come to the Empꝛeour, 

Quhome he reſſauit with blyithnes ¢ honour, 

And ſpeirit ficlike at him quhat was his Mame 

Me ſaid Lodwik all men callis me at hame. 

And am cum heir to do zour grate ſeruite, 

Gif that ze pleis witehaik on me office, 

The Empꝛeour ſaid Alexander trewlie, 

Is my Rerudur, my copper ze fall be. 

Foz that office J think ze be maiſt abill, 

To do ſeruice daylie befoty my tabill. 

Committit he to the Stewart Lodwik, 

To do to him, as to Alexander ficlike, 

Sa the Stewart to Lodwik did alling 

That Ilk Chalmer was Alexanders ludgeing 

Quhatrok thay war baith verray weill appleſit 

That thay war twa into ane Chalmer efit. 

Thir twa zoung men Alexander and Lodwik, 

In all kin fort thay war fa wonder lite: 

In face, kauour, in foꝛme and kaſſoun, 

In ſtature, viſage, ſpeiche and conditioun, = 
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That Iltz man faid ane was the vthers bꝛother 
Skarſlie micht nane knaw the ane be the vther 
Bot Alexander in deidis was mair actiue, 
Than was Lodwik, and fav mair ſcientiue. 
For Lodwik was ſchamekull and feminine, 
And Alexander peirt, furthie and Maſculine. 
Ok matr cuvage, mair mantic to behald, 
Than Lodwik was (ſum faid) be the thꝛid fald 
Chit twa zoung men Ilk ane fa lufit vther 
Mane wald haue faid, bot ane was vthers bꝛo⸗ 
The empreour quhilk Cytus Hecht to name (ther 
ad ane douchter of kaſſoun fair and fame. 
Hecht Flozentine, ane gracious gay Ladie, 
Quhilk neireſt air to hir Father ſuld be. 
Quhome hir Father tufit fa abone meafour, 
And till hir gaue aboundance of treaſour. 

hir awin feruandis ſcho had with hir to dwell 
And keipit Court and houſhald be hir fell, 

To quhome daylie the Empꝛeour vſit to fend 
Ok his dainteis, his douchters meis to mend 
In ſigne of luke, daylie ane diſche oꝛ tway, 
And Alexander to hir bure thame away: 

To this Ladie, befoiv hir thame pꝛeſentit, 

Sa in hir ficht Ilk day he was krequentit. 
Quhairthꝛow kauour of this Lady he wan, 
Foz his wifdome, abone all vther man. 
Thꝛow beſines it chancit on ane dap, 

At dennar time Alexander was away 

Fra his ſeruice, and nane in his abſence 

is fault fuppleit, noz zit gaue attendence. 
Than Lodwik come, and that perſauit fone, 
Did fic ſeruice as Alexander ſuld haue done, 
And ſtude for him into the ſamin feid, 
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His fault he did ſupplie and als remeid. 
And quhen dennar neir hand it was at end, 
The Empꝛeour tuik vp ane diſche and fend 
To his douchter as he had wont to do, 
And bad Lodwik the ſame diſche beir hir to, 
Beleuing weill Alexander it had bene, 
Few culd diſcerne thir twa viſages betwene. 
Than went Lodwik his way to the Ladie, 
Pꝛeſentit hir the diſche vpon his knie: 
With reuerence, as he in hart belt thocht, 
Foz he bekoir that time hir ſene had nocht. 
Incontinent quhen he the meit hir bꝛocht: 
Scho perſauit that Alexander it was nocht, 
Quod ſcho gude ſchir to me ze ſchaw sour name 
be faid Lodwik, it is ſurelie Madame. 
Quhais fone ar ze tell me but circumſtance, 
My Father is (quod he) the King of France. 
Quod ſcho gude ſchir J thank sow of sour pane 
Ze av welcum to pas oꝛ zit remane. 
Thank my Father of the meit he hes fend, 
Quod he J fall, and fa furth can he wend, 
And tuik his leik with all gude reuerence, 
And paſt agane to the Empꝛeours pꝛeſence. 
In this meane time Alexander come to tabill, 
Did his ſeruice as he was wont and abill. 
The dennar done, Lodwiß to Chalmer paſt 
Richt ſeik at hart, and laid him doun bedkaſt. 
Quhilk Alexander perſauit Intontinent, 
And to Chalmer to Lodwi is he went, 
And faid to him, O my gude companzeoun 
Quhat is the caus that ze ar now line doun? 
Than faid Lodwik, J feill my ſelk trewlie, 
Uext at the hart with fair Infürmitie. 
Gzeitlie 
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Szeitlie J feir without J get remeid, 
It haldis me fa, that it fall be my deid. 
Alexander faid the treuth J traiſt to ges, 
The principall caus of all sour fair ſeiknes. 
Foꝛ this Ill day quhen that the meit ze bair 
To zone Lady, quhilk that ze thocht fa fair. 
Te hir beheld fa verray feruentlie, 
Div gude maners, hir vifage and bewtie, 
Chat ze thairwith is hangit in hir luke, 
Fra hir sour hart na way ze can remufe. 
Than faid Lodwik, O my gude bꝛother deir, 
The verray treuth but dout ze haue gane neir. 
All Phiſitians in warld thay culd not ges, 
Moz Judge mair trew the caus of my ſeiknes. 
Quhairok but dout J tak ane kelloun keir, 
Get J na help, that it fall do me deir. 
Than Alexander bad him be of comkozt, 
At my power J fall zour pane ſuppoꝛt. 
Lift vp sour hart and be ok gude curage, 
Sturt in na way sour ſeiknes can aſſwage. 
Than Alexander bethocht him on ane caſt, 
Intontinent to the market he paſt: 
Ane pꝛecious claith with his awin gold he bocht 
Quhairof Lodwik knew na way noꝛ wiſt nocht 
All fet about with pꝛecious ſtanis coiſtlie, 
And peelentit vnto the faiv Ladie: 
Quhen ſcho it ſaw, ſcho afkit him in hy: 
Quhair he culd get fic coiſtlie claith to by. 
Quod he the fone of the maiſt Chziſtin King, 
Hes foe sour lufe Madame fend som this thing. 
Bot for a ſicht that he ſaw of zour face, 
Pe is fa kaſt lynkit in luſis late. 
Chat he lyis ſeik without he 1 
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Appeirandly thair is nathing bot deid. 

And for zour luke fuffer ze him to die, 

It fal degraid sour Honour gretumlie. 

Alexander {cha faid, wald ze now counfal me 

That J ſuld lois my clene Givginitie, 

Conſiddering J am of blude Ropall 

Diſcendit doun ok ſtock Imperial 

And ſecundlie, as ze knaw weill in deid 

Be apperance, to this Croun ſuld ſucceid. 

Gil J did fa as ze to me declair, 

Than war J tynt: but dout for euer mair. 

Beleue ze weill that ze koꝛ fic Meſſage 

Sall haue na thank woz wyn of me na wage. 

Chaivfoir pas ze fra hand out of my ſicht, 

Zour meſſage is nouther reſſoun noꝛ richt. 

Me ſaw the Mayd was ſum thing difcontent 

Furth of hir ſicht he pat Incontinent. 

On the nirt day paſt Alexander agane 

To the market, and plapit the counterpane. 

To this Lady he bocht ane kyne heid geir. 

Aboue the claith it was thee tymes mair deir. 

And pꝛeſent it vnto the Lady gent, 

On Lodwyks name, thatrwith vnto hir went: 

Quhen the Lady this coiſtlie gift had ſene, | 

Scho meruellit greit qubat Alexander did mene 

And faid to him J meruell of a thing, 

That ze to me fic coiſtlie gifts ſuld being 

Fra ony man, bot gik it war sour fell, 

Dekerring ay sour awin erand to tell. 

And fa oft times ze haue had my prefence, 

And foz to ſpeik ze micht haue had licence, 

Sic thing J fe in sour Heid neuer fank 

Quhairkoir but dout J cun zow the les 9 5 
uo 
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Quod he Madame ze mon hald me ercufit, 
J dur not ſpeik perchance ze had rekuſit. 
And matratouir my birth it is to law, 
Sa heich maters J dur not to sow ſchaw. 
Quod ſcho it is ane Pꝛouerb of the ald, 
Quhilk J oft times in mirrines hes hard tald. 
Let ane zoung man quhidder he ſpeid oꝛ nocht 
Pane not his ſpeich, bot ſpeik kurth ¢ ſpair nocht. 
Into my hart (quod he) fic was not groundit 
Moz with fic thing my hart was neuer woundit 
And gik fie thing perchance had happinnit me, 
Jwald haue chargeit ane of mair law degre 
Moz is sour grace, bot my gude freind Lodwik 
Is the greit air of the maiſt cheik Kinvik: 
Ok all the warld, and the maiſt Chziſtin King. 
The mair baulder he durſt deſire fic thing. 
Rather nor J, quhilk may be na compair, 
Unto jour grace, for sour blude ſingulair. 
Quod eho this woꝛd in vemembeance ze tak, 
Lufe quhome ze like, thay fap luke hes na lak. 
Quod he quha hes into his companie, 
Ane gude fellow, as Lodwik nom hes me: 
And in him traiſtis, am J not bound agane 
To wis him gude quhair that he lyis in pane 
At my power, in fa far as J map, 
Doutles Madame J culd not fay him nay. 
Chairfoir J think ze Lady traiſt and trew 
ald ze witehaif vpon Lodwik to vew, 
And on him haue compafiioun and pictic, 
That is fa fair woundit in sour bewtie. 
Ane woꝛd of souris wald mak him haill agane, 
And him veleif of all feiknes and pane, 
Let him na way his deid be * Zow laid, 
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Foz that thing fall zour Honour greit degraid. 
Gik ze abfent fra him sour gude kindnes, 

Ilk man will fap that ze av mertyles. 

Scho laid gude ſchir koꝛſuith se ſerue greit crime 
Ok me ze get na anſwer at this time. 

Thairkoir ze may pas on kair weill adew, 

Ze av to blame fa ſchairplie to perſew: 

Foz ony man, bot gif it war sour fell, 

Pas on zour way, as nom na mair J tell. 

Me tuik his leik, and departit anone, 

The more agane to the market is gone. 

And bocht ane belt, qubilk ten times was mair 
Moz was the claith, ¢ als the gay heid geir. (deir 
And pꝛeſentit vnto the Ladyis ficht, 
On Lodwiks name, the wofull woundit wicht 
Quhen ſcho perſauit the giktis fa coiftlie was, 
Into hir ſelk ſeho keſt and did compas 

Seir diuers thochts vat neids not to be ſchawin 
Noz to Ill man in na kinde to be knawin. 
Thairkoir as now J think beſt let thame be, 
Ilk man ſuld not knaw Ladeis pꝛeuitie. 

Bot at the laſt to Alexander {eho faid, 

J wait not weill for to be mufit 02 glaid 

At sour meſſage, bot wonder laith war me 

In mp default that ony man fuld die, 

A mannis life to lois foz laik ok luke, 

Gik J fa did J war greit to repzute. 

Thairfoir ze fall in this point haue credente, 
In my Chalmer J will giue him pꝛeſente. 

At the thꝛid hour that paſt is ouir midnicht, 
My Chalmer dure he fall find oppin richt, 
Schaw ze him fa this is my minde and will. 
Zour minde (quod he) Madame J fall fulfill. — 


r a a a 


— 
— — 


51 = 
/ ee 


r 


SEAGES. 279 


Ok this anfwer Alexander was glaid, 

Paſt to Chalmer, and to his fellow ſaid. 
Lodwik ly not, ze lurk ouvir lang foe luke, 

J haue not hanit to hant foe sour behufe: 
The companie of zone kair Ladie gent, 
Powbeit lum time (cho ſtude not all content. 
Zit not the les ſum grace J haue obtenit, 

To sour Intent, fa far to hir J menit. 

Div greit fauour to 300 J haue purcheſt, 

And J beleue all is cum foz the beſt. 
Chairfoir be blyith, and tak sow gude comkoꝛt, 
THith clene curage now get zow vp at ſchot. 
And in ſecreit J will sow ſchaw ane thing, 
To hir Chalmer this nicht J fall zow being. 
Quhair that ze fall richt wonder welcum be, 
And weill Intreit with that kair gay Ladie. 
Fra he that hard he was curageous, 

Baith haill and keir, Jocund and Jolyous. 
Als blyith at hart, and ſturt away was woꝛzne, 
As euer he was, fra firſt day he was boꝛne. 
Aas neuer bird fa blyith of hir brydgrome, 
Tas neuer bird fa blyith to licht on blome. 
Moz zit Sparhalk fa blyith to get hir pray, 
Moz zit the Lark, in freſche mowing of May. 
Meuer Menſtrell fa blyith of his rewaird, 

As was Lodwik, quhen he thay tythings hard 
Bot for to ſpeik of perfite Potingaris, 

Fyne Phiſitians, meruellous Medicinaris. 
Clerkis of cunning, and counfallouris ok Hele, 
Charmers of chafts and giuers of Liblele. 

FT neuer red into na buik noz place, 

As Alexander was to Lodwik in this cace, 
Foꝛ luik hom fone that Lodwik hard him ſpeiz 
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ibe faid him felf he was na langer ſeik. 

Ze knaw Lechis will haue ane lang peoces, 

Gude Intreitting, rewardis and als kindnes. 

Bankettis making quhair euer it may be ſocht 

With Alexander be na way fa was nocht. 

Alexander deburſit his money ap, 

Mot being knawin to Lodwil in na way. 

Quhairthꝛow to him he conqueiſt this Ladie, 

Be coiſtlie giftis cott with his awin monie. 

Mow let vs ſchaw how Lodwik vp he vais, 

TAith curious cows, and cleikit on bis clais. 

Sine Alexander his minde vnto him ſchew, 

How the Ladie all his maladie knew. 

And how ſcho was of his cũming content, 

And how that he did purches hir conſent. 

Alexander conuopit Lodwiß that nicht, 

To the Chalmer of that fair Ladie bzicht. 

Tith quhome he was in Joy and mirrines, 

And kra thine kurth euer keipit kindnes. 

In fic ane ſoꝛt, quhair that anis Intent 

Without contrair that vther gaue confent, 

Sa ill thay vſit in vthers companie, 

Beleuing weill all was done quyetlie. 

Zit not the les, it come vnto the eiris 

Ok all the Court, amang Knichtis and ſquyeirs 

How that Lodw ik fa ſtude in greit kindnes, 

With that Ladie wꝛocht fa in qupetnes. 

Sa amang thame thay did conſpire his deid, 

Mot regarding the Ladeis fauour noꝛ feid. 

And Alexander thatrof gat knawledgeing, 

Me armit his cows foꝛ to ganeſtand that thing. 

And quhẽ thay knew that Alexander tuik part 

him to perſew fra thine furth thay tyne _ : 
2 nto 
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Into fa far, fra all fic thay did ceis, 

And fuffervit weill Lodwik to ga in peis. 
Powbeit oft times into greit Jeopardie, 

Foz Lodwiks ſaik Alexander was trewlie. 
Bot to Lodwik fic was not knawin a deill, 
Bot the Ladie it knew richt wonder weill. 
Than in ſchozt time thair was a meſſage fend 
Out of Egypt, be weiting makand kend, 
Chat of the lait was new deceiſſit thair King, 
Quhilk abone thame mony ane zeir did Bing. 
Requiring hame Alexander to cum, 

And with Honour reſſaue his awin Kingdome, 
Foz his Ladie the Kingis douchter and Air 
Ok his abfence tuik baith greit ſturt and cair. 
Betaus the Realme was deſolait of ane heid 
Unto that hour, ſen hir Father was deid. 
Quhilk fone he ſchew to Ladie Flozentine, 
And thairekter to Lodwik ſchew it fine, 

Than he in haiſt bebuifit to depart, 
Quhairot thay war baith wonder fad in hart. 
Alſo he pat vnto the Empꝛeour, 

And faid pleſit sour graces greit Honour, 
Furth of Egypt J haue reſſauit weiting, 
Makand it kend my Fathers departing. 

And it behuifis me to pas and reſſaue, 

The Croun thairok, be richt thairto J haue. 
Gik that zour grace will licent me to pas, 
THithout sour fauour J will na licence as. 
Foz but sour leif oꝛ J ſuld licence take 

Jhad rather baith Croun and Realme fozſake, 
In thir effaivis, quhat euer pleſis sour grace, 
Ok verray treuth fa ſtandis euin the care. 


The Empꝛeour faid ze fall man verralie, 
lil}. 
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MEF zour depart my hart is richt heuie. 

Foz J held zow amang my ſeruandis all. 

Into my hous euer the pꝛincipall. 

Bot it becũmis not to ane Empꝛeour, 

Into na fort, noz zit is his Honour 

To his ſeruandis to mak Impediment, 

Quhat time thay be pꝛomouit to ony rent: 

Bot kar rather to help thame and ſupplie 

To greiter giftis, and hier dignitie. 

Chairfoir ga ze fra our Stewart reſſaue 

Als mekill gold as ze pleis for to haue: 

TUith my bliffing, and with my Inwart hart, 

In Goddis Mame J leit sow to depart, 

And bad kair weill and fa he tuik gude nicht 

At the Empꝛeour, fine at Lod ſquire ¢ Knicht. 

Quha was ſozie of his ſchozt departing, 

Foz he was lude baith with the auld and sing, 

Than paſt Lodwik, and with him Flozentine, 

And on gaitward conuopit him mples nine. 

Alexander wald let thame na farther go, 

Bot foz to fe the dolour and the wo: 

Quhen thay departit, quhairto ſuld J fay mair 

It wald haue maid ane haill minis hart richt 

Sor verray wo to ground all thee fell doun (fair 

And Flozentine for wo ſcho fell in fwoun, 

Alexander than tuik hir vp agane, 

Comkoztit hir of hir dolour and pane, 

And richt fa did to his fellow Lodwik, 

Comkoꝛztit him with mony woꝛdis ſiclike. 

And faid to him, now my fellow and bꝛother, 

Quhome J luke beſt of men abone all vther. 

In time cuming koz to keip zow fra ſkaith, 

This J sow fap, and to my Lady baith: : 
Cuitehing 
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Tuitching ſecreitis that is betwene zow two, 

Keip thame qupet oz ʒe will ſuffer wo. 

Thairkoir tak Heid, and tent richt weill about, 

Do ze not fa, ze ſtand baith in greit dout. 

Foz weill J wait ane vther in my ſteid 

Sall cum but dout, and haue som at fic keid. 

TMith greit haitrent, diſſait and als JInup, 

Baith day and nicht fall sow chak and eſpy. 

To fe gif thay can chalange ow with crime, 

Thairkoir be war and tak gude tent in time. 

Foz git thay can repꝛoche zom onp wap, 

And zow rebuke, ſwyithlie thay will aſſay. 

With the Empꝛeour in fauouris ze do ſtand, 

Thairkoir the mair thay will caſt at sour hand 

Than faid Lodwik in fa far as J may, 

5 falbe war, baith be nicht and be day. 

Bot wo allace thaivin quhat fall J do, 

Quhen J haue nane that J dar lippin to. 

That J fuld want sour treuthkull companie. 

tan not mend, thaivfoir full wais me. 

Zit hartlie J require sow of a thing, 

Ze will reſſaue fra me this litill Ring. 

Betuix vs twa to be in remembzance, 

Ok twa Pꝛinces of Egypt and of France. 

Alexander ſaid the Ring J will reſſaue 

In remembzance of zow fill foz to haue. 

Bot zit howbeit the Ring J had not tane, 

Zour remembꝛante fra me na way had gane. 

And fa ather about the nek Imbzaiſt, 

THith greit kindnes, and fine about the waiſt. 

Bot Flozentine was fa confound in Spreit, 
Scho culd do nocht, bot fat hir doun to greit. 

Alexander faid amendis now na greting, 
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Bot J pray God fend vs mirrie meting. 
And fa partit with hartis wonder wo. 
Unto thair hame, Ilk ane thair gait did go. 

¶ Mot lang efter the Kingis fone of Spane 
Come to the Court in ſeruice to remane. 
Mamit Gwydo: and gat that Wk office, 
That Alexander had into ferwice. 
Als the Stewart to him he did aſſing . 
That famin Hous, the Chalmer and ludgeing, 
That Alexander and Lodwik dwelt intill. 
Quhilk was but dout all aganis Lodwiks wil 
Ibowbeit the fame na way he culd amend it, 
Bot zit his hart thairwith was fair offendit. 
Lodwik to gyde culd keip na kellawlehtp. 
As he did to Alexander ok Egypt. i 
Thairkoir Gwydo aganis him tuik Jnuyp, til 
Howbeit thay baith in ane Chalmer culd 2 
And Lodwik had of Gwydo fickin feir, 
That he durſt not to the Ladie ga neir: 
In auenture that Gwydo ſuld eſyv 
Ok his ſecreitis, and thame in oppin cry. 
Lit not the les of hir he had fic thacht, 
Dir companie to abſtene culd he nocht. 
Moz zit {eho tuld his companie weill want, 
Sa be agane ſum times to hir did hant. 
Than Gwpdo that perſauing was not ſleuth, 
On thame to wait, quhill that he knew y treuth 
That Lodwik had with Ladie flowntine,. .. 
Sa greit kindnes, that he thocht ekter ine: 
Confiddering weill the treuth fen he did knaw. 
Sum time vnto the Empꝛeour he fuld lchaw. 
Sa in his minde he held it quyetlic, *. 
With kals diſſait, quhill 1. his time * fe. 
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Upon ane time the Empꝛeour in his hall 
Talking about amang his Mobillis all. 
Pꝛaiſing greitlie the wit and gentilnes 

Ok Alexander, the wildome and kindnes. 
And laid he was baith trew verteous and wife 
To gyde ane Hous richt weill he culd deuiſe. 
Than ſaid Gwydo, and pleis zour Maieſtie, 
Sa far pꝛaiſit he aucht not for to be. 

Moz for to be commendit as ze wene, 

Ane greit tratour in zour hous he hes bene. 
The Empeour (aid, tell on how can that be. 
Than ſaid Gwydo, J fall sow tell trewlie, 
To zour douchter ze haue ane Ladie fair, 
The quhilt fuld be appeirandlie zour Air: 
And be the help of falfet and ſupplie 5 

Ok him, Lodwik hes done hir velanie. 

And fa nichtlie quhen Lodwik takis delite, 
He hes his will ok that fair Ladie quhite. 
And all this come be the kals ſubtell flicht 

Ok Alexander, that he wꝛocht day and nicht. 
Quhen the Empꝛeour this tail hard til him tald 
Into his minde was muifit monykald. 

In that fame time Lodwi come throw y hall, 
And vpon him the Empꝛeour fone did call. 8 
And faid quhats this that J heir tell of the, 
Gik it be trew thow falbe hangit hie. 

Than faid Lodwik and pleis sour nobil grace 
Te will me ſchaw thatrok how is the cace, 

Than ſaid Gwydo in oppin audience, 

Heir J auow in sour graces pꝛeſence: 

That Lodwik lyis with Ladie Flozentine, 

Als ſure as flandis on craig this heid of mine. 
And fa he hes defoulit the blude Royal. 
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Quhilk J fall pꝛeif on him in plane battall: 
On his bodie, and thaivat fall J ſtand, 
Dekend it now, gik thow dar tak on hand. 
Than faid Lodwik pleſit sour Maieſtie, 
Jam faikles of zone he fapis on me. 
And richt kalſlie he lapis on me fic crime, a 
Quhilk J fall pꝛeik, quhen euer he thinkis time 
Sa into God J traiſt to find remeid, 
All his kalſet fall fall on his awin Heid, 
Than keſt Gwydo his gluif doun foz a trane, 
Lodwik lowtit, and tuik it vp agane. 
Saping J will that Ladeis kame defend, 
With hart and hand vnto my likes end. 
The Empꝛeour than to thame baith did alling 
Ane certane day of battell and fechting, 
And to thame baith he bad filence and reſt 
And bad thame pas quhair that thay pleſit beſt 
Than pat Lodwik to the Ladie kra hand, 
And all the cace he gart hir vnderſtand. 
And how he was accuſit in pꝛeſence 
Ok hir Father, in oppin audience. 
And how that he allignit the kechting day, 
And vnto hir in this maner can fap. 
Mow Fflozentine my Ladie fair and gent, 
It me bebuifis to wirk with auiſement: 
THith sow alwapis, for fa the mater ſtandis, 
J can not chaip vndeid of Gwydois handis. 
Foz quhy gif J had napit to him battall 
Than had F sald my felf all criminall. 
And of the crime grantit my fel€ gyltie, 
Chairfoir foꝛce was to counterfute mellie. 
Alſwa Gwydo is wonder ſtout and ſtrang. 
In fait of armes he hes bene vſit lang. 

IJ neuer 
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J neuer knew in na companie heir, 

Bot Alexander to feeht can be his peir. 

Foz J am waik and febill of perſoun, 

And to his ſtrenth hes na compariſoun. 

Gif J him meit in feild quhat falbe than, 
Without refuge, J am bot ane deid man. 
And fa on me fall ly the caus and blame, 

And ze kor ay fall thoill ſclander and ſchame. 
Than Florentine to Lodwik this can fap. 
Sen fic ane chance is cum betuix vs twap. 
And J feill sow diſpairit in ane part, 

And in this care ouir waik ſpꝛetit in hart. 

Zit not the les quhair twa Illis dois appꝛoche 
J think it beſt fra the greiteſt to koche. 

Coe firſt Ill is, fra ze zow gyltie grant, 
Than fal J ay baith welth and woꝛſchip want 
And ze allo be put to cruell deid, 

And J koꝛ ay my life in langour leid. 

Che ſecund is, gif ze to battell boun, 

Ee av fa waik and febill of perſoun. 

And Gwypdo is fa ſtrang and als Hardie, 

That ze dow not ganeſtand him ſtraikis thee. 
And fa alwapis J can find na remeid, 

ow euer it go thair is to zow bot deid. 
Thairkoir heivin ze fall my counfall do, 

Ze fall but let my Father fone pas to: 

And ſchaw to him on sour maiſt humbill wife, 
That zour Father vpon his deid bed lyis. ; 
Quhairok thair is new wzitings cum sow till. 
Deſtring him, gik that it be his will: 

To pꝛoꝛogat the day of battell fet, 

That ze may gang, and cum agane but let. 
And in meane time with zour Father to ſpeik, 


288 THE SEVIN 


Be the reſſoun he lyis fa wonder ſeik. 

And koz to ken his perfite latter will, 

Chat in all pointis the fame ze may fulfill. 
And for to ſpeik with him twa woꝛdis oz thee, 
Furth of this warld oz he depart and die. 

And that ze may his benneſoun obtene, 

THith his awin mouth, fine ze to lowk his ene, 
And quhen ze haue obtenit his licence, 

To Alexander in all gude haiſt pas hente. 

And ſecreitlie to him the mater ſchaw, 

How all thing ſtandis, pevfitelic let him knaw 
And him require into this extreme cace, 

That he wald cum and to ſupplie sour place. 
Contrair Gwydo, with him in battell kecht, 
Becaus sour ſelk to do the fame hes Hecht. 
This counfall than it pleſit Lodwik weill, 
Euin as ſcho ſaid, fa did he euerie deill. 
Licence obtenit, and als pꝛolongit the day, 

To Alexander Lodwik tuik his Joꝛnav. 
Small reſt he tuik, bot raid on day and nicht 
To Egypt land, quhill he come vnto richt. 

To the Caſtell than come he on in hy, 

Quhair that the King gude Alexander culd ly. 
Quhen the King gat of Lodwik knawlegeing 
He meruellit greit the caus of his cüming. 
Incontinent to meit him is he gane 128 
As his bzother, euin fa with him hes tane, 
THith all Honour he did him thair reſſaue, 
As him become, 02 he lykit to haue. 

Than faid Lodwik my deir bꝛother and freind 
In times bygane, and euer zit hes bene. 

Now at this time let J som vnderſtand, 

My like and deid lyis baith into zour hand. 
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be fait bꝛother mak knawin to me zour querrel 
Sour life falbe God willing in na perrell. 
Than ſaid Lodwik, ze remember ze ſchew, 

At our parting, ſum woꝛdis quhilk J find trew 
Saping J ſuld in fellowfehip ane haue 

Into sour ſteid, perchante wald me diſſaue. 
And ly in wait my feeveitis to eſyy, 
Quhiltk now in deid richt wonder weill find J. 
Sr laid without J war mair circumſpect 

In quhilk my ſelk in ſum part did neglect. 
Foz ane Gwydo the Kingis fone of Spane, 
Into zour ſteid with me he did remane. 

And be reſſoun my feeveitis he not knew, 

To my Lady J durſt not lang perſew. 

And fa at lenth J culd not lang abſtene, 

It chancit him knaw the ſecreitis vs betwene: 
And me accuſit bekoir the Empꝛeour, 
Quhilk vnto me was utter diſpleſour. 
And hes pꝛomeiſt in battell to mak gude, 
That J defoullit the hie Impertall blude. 
Sa hand foz hand in battell we mon fecht, 
To counter him be my hand J haue hecht. 
This day aucht dayis the battell fuld be done, 
Quod Alexander kozſuith that is ouir fone. 
Als quod Lodwik Gwydo is ſtout and ſtrang,. 
And hes bene vfit in actis of weiris lang. 

And Jam waik and febill as ze kend, 

Ira his greit dyntis J dow not me defend, 
And Flozentine thairkoir gaue me counfall, 
Tow for to ſchaw the caus and mater haill. 
Foꝛ {cho beleuis zow ay hir faithfull freind, 
And hiddertillis ſa euer mair hes bene. 

And traiſtis doutles ze will help and ſupplie, 
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Baith me and hir in this neceflitie, 

Than Alexander to Lodwik can he fap, 

Is thair ony knawis ze come heir away: 

Bot Floꝛentine (quod he) foꝛſuith not ane, 

For Ilk man trowis that to France J am gane 

Foz to veſie my Father Ivand ſeik, 

Chir fame woꝛdis to the Empzeour J did ſpeik, 

To that effect he did prolong the day, 

And J at poiſt to zow am cum away. 

Quod he ſchaw furth qubat Flozentine bad de⸗ 

Oz quhat at me is thing ſcho bad require. (fire 

Oz quhat counfall gaue Flozentine to zow, 5 

That J fuld help, in quhat maner and how. 

Than Lodwik ſaid, O my maiſt coftant freind 

This ſtands the tate J traiſt that ſcho did mene 

Conſiddering we twa be fa done like, 

That ze ſuld cum with Gwydo battell ſtritze. 

And nane knawing bot Flozentine allane, 

The battell done, ze to cum hame agane. 

And J ficlike in Court to pꝛeſent me, 

As J had done the Act and Jeopardie. 

Alexander faid the battell ze haue fet, 

This day aucht dayis to kecht withouttin let, 

It is to ſchozt, koꝛ euin this ſtands the cace, 

3 can not weill be reddy in fic ſpace. 

For tarp J the mozne withouttin mair, 

J can not find that J map weill be thair. 

Thairkoir but dout quhat J fall fap heirto, 

J tan not tell, noe wait not how to do. 

And my fubiectis J haue commandit haill. 

That thay be heir the moꝛne at my bꝛydaill, 

Keip J Joꝛnap, thocht J rpde at the poiſt, 

Ok my wedding the day is tynt and loiſt. * 
if 
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Gik J ga not, and keipis not the battaill 
Chan Flozentine and ze av loiſt but faill. 
Thairkoir Lodwik quhat think ze beſt to do, 
Quhat ze deuiſe heir J apply thairto. 

Lodwik heiring the excuſe reſſonabill, 

To fall in lwoun quhair that he ſtude was abil 
Began to ſich, and ſozrow monpfald, 

Foz to his hart catchit was cairis cald. 
Saping all tray and tene to me betydis, 
Sozrow and cair now cũmis on all kin ſydes. 
Perſauing that Alexander till him faid, 

Let be fic ſturt, tak comkozt and be glaid. 

Foz J will not kozſaik som this vepage, 
Thocht J ſuld baith tine wife and heritage. 
Bot ze fall heir in thocht quhat J haue tane, 
Into fa fav as we twa ar like ane. 

And as ze ken it is not lang ago 

The Empeours Court hidder fen J come kro. 
Sit J am not weill knawin in this countrie, 
Mony my Lozds as zit hes not ſene me. 

And foz that caus thay ken not my pꝛeſente, 
Chay will tak sow for me in my abſence. 
Chairfoir heir fall ze tary and abyde, 

And in mp ſteid ze fall Mary my bꝛyde. 

And hald the Feit with greit ſolempnitie, 
And gar all thing be done that done fuld be. 
Howbeit my ſelk in bodie be abfent, 

Let nathing want mair than J war peefent, 
To my Benoun pertenis o2 honeſtie, 

Gik J foz sow, do ze ficlike foꝛ me. 

Extept onlie quhen that ze pas to bed, 

Mith my awin wife, howbeit that ze hir wed. 
Into my Mame, and my Autre N 
Hie * J. 
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Into that race fe that ze faithkull be 

And fa but baid, J fall Incontinent 

Loup upon hoꝛs and to the battell went. 

And fet my cows for zouris into the feild, 

And sour actioun debait with ſpeir and ſcheild 

And git that God grantis me the victozie, 

Foz to vincus Gwydo sour Enemie. 

Mithout tarp J fall returne agane, 

And ze ficlike in Court foz to remane, 

As ze had done the pꝛincipall act sour fell, 

Sa with Honour in Court ſtill fall ze dwell. 

Chis being done Alexander tuik gude nicht, 

Latting na wit untae his Ladie bzicht. 

Unto the Court fra. hand tuik his Joenay,, 

Ma man knawing the mater bot thay tway. 

Sa Lodwik baid at hame Hill with the Quene 

Into Egypt, as Alexander it had bene. 

And on the mozne Lodwik with noueltie, 

Paſt to the Kirk in greit ſolempnitie. 

As it had bene Alexander the King. 

And ſpouſit bis wife at the Kirk with ane Ring 

Ma man knawing bot Alexander it had bene, 

That had ſpouſit with greit honour the Quene 

And held the Feit with mirth and mirrines, 

Gzeit Honour, gloir, triumph laude & blyithnes 

All menſtralte of Muſick was pair thair. 

THantit nathing ok mirth qubat wald ze mair 

Ok meit and dink it neidis not foe to ſpeik, 

That neidkull was thaiv was nathing ta ſeik. 

All the greit Loꝛds and Mobills that was vair 

Chay maid greit mirth and folace ſingulair. 

Sine quhen nicht come all men bownit to reſt 

To ga to bed the bꝛyde ſcho thocht it beit. os 
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Bot quhen Lodwik patt to bed with the Duene 
Ane naikit ſwozd he laid thame twa betwene. 
Quhatrok ſcho had ane greit meruell ¢ wonder 
On the fick nicht, that thay luld ly alonder. 
Sa he Il nicht with the Quene did remane, 
Wir bedfellow quhill hir King come agane. 
Mathing ſcho faid, bot sit mekill ſcho thocht, 
Be the vefloun the treuth that ſcho knew nocht. 
Mow let Lodwik and the Quene byde at hame 
And we will ſpeik of Alexanders kame. 
Than come belyue the day of Coznament, 
Alexander to the Empꝛeour he went. 
And ſaid O maiſt redoutit Souerane, 

Unto zour grace now Jam cum agane: 
Left my Father in greit Infirmitie, 
Douting nathing bot ſchoꝛtlie he fall die. 
And to debait this battell with my blude, 

And with my handis my querrell to mak gude 
Foz God willing to all it falbe kend, 
That J Juſtlie my querrell fall defend, 

The Empeour faid ze do all that ze can, 
Actoꝛding to ane Mobill gentill man. 

And helene gik sour querrell be richt. 
Te fall triumph like ane kene cruell Knicht. 
Foztoun will kaudur zour querrell and actioun, 
Wowbeit ze kecht contrair ane Campioun. 
Than qupetlie he pak in under cure, 

To Flozentine the hie gait koꝛdwart ture. 

ME quhais cũming ſcho was richt wöder glaid 
Scho him Imbzaiſt, fine kif and efter laid: 
Bliſt be the time that ze ar cũmin heir, 

Fra all dolour to mirth hes changeit my cheir. 
Ze av als welcum to me now 1 allane, 

* + J. 
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As onp man on like extepting ane. 

For ap with me ze tuik fa trew ane part, 
Quod he Ladie J thank som with my hart. 
Quhair is Lodwik, J pray sow to me ſchaw, 
And how he dois, J wald ze leit me knaw. 
Me faid Lodwik was into greit blyithnes, 

In mirth and Joy, and in greit mirrines: 
Chair is na man leuis in mair luſtie life, 
Faz he hes now marpit ane gay zoung wife, 
Marpit (ſaid ſcho) J think that can not be, 
It is for treuth foꝛſuith Madame faid he. 
Euin on the moꝛne efter J tuik vepage, 

It was allignit the day of Mariage. a 
The Banket was pꝛepairit richt weill J ken, 
And callit thairto was mony Mobill men, 

All thing was dꝛeſt, thair was na mair ado, 
Bot on the moꝛne the Kirk foz to ga to. 

The Ladie ſaid, qubat woman may that be. 
Me ſaid foꝛſuith ſcho is ane gay Ladie, 

Luſtie ok luke, richt bounteous and fair, 

Ot that countrie {eho is appeirand Air. 
Quod Fflozentine ſchoꝛt kindnes thair hes bene 
Oz ellis auld luke that hes bene thame betwene 
Bot git fic thing that Lodwik now hes wꝛocht 
Sour cũming heir J think it is for nocht. 
Mir countenance to keip bad fill the cop, 
Powbeit J trow ſcho lift not dꝛink ane dꝛop. 
Than Alexander perſauing hir patience, 

Hiv lawlynes, and gentill countenance, 

Na langer he wald hald hir into nop 

Bot turnit hir ſturt Incontinent to Joy. 
Quod he Ladie be blyith and mak na cair, 


All he hes done is done koz sour weilkair. 2 
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Ze knaw richt weill is nane in warld mair lyke 
In all faffouns noz J am to Lodwyk. 

Sa quhen he come and tald me his evand, 
Euin on the moꝛne my bꝛydall ſuld haue ſtand 


And be reſſoun J culd not keip dyet, 


Moz zit to byde the day of bꝛydall fet, 
Betaus on him fa ſtrangelie come the cace, 
Kindnes cauſit me to put him in my place, 
Sa J cauſit him in my place foꝛ to pas, 
Ma man knawing bot the fame man J was. 
And wed my wife as it had bene my fell, 
And J to tak the chance of the battell, 
Sor git that J quhill the bꝛydall was done 
Pad biddin at hame, J had not cum fa fone 
To the firt day ok battell that was fet, 
Zit than J thocht my bꝛydall ſuld not let. 
Sa J him left in my Bealme to be King, 
Quhill J returne, and sow to Honour being, 
Git ſcho was bipith it neidis not for to talk, 
Me tuik his leit, and to Chalmer did walk. 
Bot Florentine thair was nane that culd tell. 
Ok verray treuth, bot it was Lodwiks fell. 
¶ Sa on the moꝛne the day of battell was, 
And Alexander unto the feild can pas. 
Into fic geir as than to him effeivit, 
And on his ſteid fa ſtoutlie he him ſteirit. 
Sine lichtit doun like ane kene cruell Knicht, 
To the Empꝛeour the hie way raikit richt. 
Befoir Gwydo thir woꝛdis to him he ſaid. 
My greit Souerane ane crime is on me laid 
Be this Gwydo, kalſlie befoir sour fare, 
Me me accuſit befoir sour Mobill grace. 
Saping that J had carnall knawledgeing 
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Ok sour douchter, and hir fleſche defouling, 
Quhilk to zour grate it war greit diſhonour, 
And J ſiclyke to sou ane greit Tratour. 

Bot heir J weir, and als aflirmes ſurelie, 

Be the greit God that bled his blude kor me. 
Be the Euangells that our Sauiour ſpak, 

And all the michts that God in warld did mak. 
That J neuer in na maner of way, 

Knew zour Douchter, as Gwydo did zow fap, 
My mynd was not to do hir diſhondur, 

Into na wap, to sour grace diſpleſour. 

And J this day be help of Goddis grate, 

Upon Gwydo, fall pꝛeif befoir sour fate, 

Chat he hes leid, in diſpyte of his hart, 

And all his kin, and quha will tak his part. 
Than ſaid Gwydo, zit J fay anis agane, 
Bekoir sour graute, thow art a Tratour plane. 
And als J weir be God Omnipotent, 

With thy awin fleſche, his Douchter thom hes 
To thy pleſour, and thy foull appetyte, (ſchent, 
Ay quhen thow lyſt, nz thaivin had delyte. 
Euerilk nicht had hir at thy pleſour, 

Quhiltk was to hir greit ſchame and diſhondur. 
And als vnto the Empꝛeours Mateſtie, 

Oppin treſſoun, quhilk J fall pꝛeik on the, 
Upon thy Heid, in contrair all thy kin, 

Cum and defend, gif thow wald wozſchip win. 
Than heralds cryit with loud voce hie on hicht 
Ga togidder, we pꝛay God ſchaw the richt. 
Incontinent thay ſtendit on thair ſteids, 

Lyke vailzeant men, into thair weirlyke weids. 
As twa bald Bairs, togidder baith thay mpeg 
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Ilk ane was lyke to ding doun hozs and man. 
Speirs ſpꝛang like ſparks as fyꝛe dois of ye flynt 
Chair docht na man Indure air doutſum dynt 
Dube ſpeirs was paſt vair ſchynig ſwoꝛds drew 
Quhill plait and maill all into flenders flew, 
thair ſwoꝛds pai ſwãg quhil vair ſteids ſwat at 
the giltin ſpurs ye cheual ſkin thꝛom glyds (ſyds 
Froith ran fra fronts of the feivs fozſie ſteids, 
Quhill hoꝛs and man baith at the baſnet bleids. 
Sty ſtraiks they ſtryke of vthers ſtude nane aw 
Quhill Alexander at laſt ane wantage ſaw. 

On Gwpdois nek ane nakit place he ſppis, 
Quhair at gude ſpeid he ſtryks twyſe oz thꝛwis. 
Quhill at the laſt, thair at he ſtraik fa lang, 

All the harnes was thair away he dang. 

And thairekter but ony mair delay, 

Pe put Gwydo intill ane keirkull trap. 

Swydo that ſeis, agane vpon him ſetts 

Ok his Goꝛget ane buckill oz twa he kretts. 

And ſtraik his Goꝛget doun vpon his bꝛeiſt, 
Alexander ane vther ſtraik waillit neiſt: 

Upon his nek quhilk he perfauit was bair, 
Tith all his ſtrenth, ane ſtraik he laid on thair. 
Quhill baith thair ſteids ſtakkerit at the found 
And Gwydois Heid it hoppit on the ground. 
Sone lychtit doun and tuke it in his hand, 

To the Lady it ſend into pꝛeſand. 

Quhairot᷑ ſcho was richt wader blyth and glaid 
To hir Father the fame ſcho bure and ſaid. 
Father behald, the heid qubilk vpon me, 

Sa kalſlie leid, fic feid vnkaithkullie. 

Quhiltz som and me at his power defamit, 
Bot the blameles him ſelk hes maid vnblamit. 
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Che Empꝛeour faid the vailzeand victozie 

Be Lodwik weorht, is now ſchawin patentlie. 

And faid Lodwik it may be hard and fene, 

Beleuing weill that Lodwik it had bene. 

Foz ze haue ſaikt this day fra ſchame and ſkaith 

Tour awin Honour, ¢ als my douchters baith. 

And fra thine kurth the mair ay fall ze ſtand, 

In my fauour, J hecht zom be my hand. 

And heirekter quha euer dois sow defame, 

In that behalk, he fall Incur my blame. 

And at my hand falbe accuſit of crime, 

That fic thing talkis of zow in ony time. 

Than Alexander ſaid vnto the Empꝛeour, 

The victozie is ay at Goddis pleſour. 

Quha traiſtis in him na way he will thé wzak 

oz thair Juſt caus he will not theaw abak. 

Bot will alwayis defend the Junocent, 

And will not thoill the ſaikles to be ſchent. 

Sen he hes fend to me the victorie, 

Thanks euer mair to him alanerlie. 

Bot now my maiſt redoutit Lozd and King, 

Dumblie sour grace J require of a thing. 

Fra my Father quhen J laſt did depart, 

be was fa vert with ſeiknes at his hart, 

That we beleuit nathing bot ſtandand deid, 

And now this cace as ze knaw tome on Heid, 

That J micht not at that time weill remane, 

Mow J wald haue licence to pas agane. 

To vnderſtand in quhat ſtait all thing ſtandis 

And thaivefter to put reule in my landis. 

And gif he be of ſeiknes conuoleſt, 

Quhill J returne J fall tak (till reſt. 

The Empꝛeour faid sour langage liks me * 
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Bot J wald not, fa mot my faull haue ſeill: 
Tant zour ſeruite, noz zour daylie pꝛeſente, 
Zit not the les J grant sow gude licence. 
Joꝛ fic effairis as ze haue ſchawin to me, 
To pas agane into sour awin countrie. 
Than he tuik leik, and bad Ilk ane gude nicht 
To his awin Realme raid hame y' gait ful richt 
In this meane time Lodwik he thocht greit lang 
To luik about, to the wall heid did gang. 
And perſauit ane How man cũming kaſt, 
Sine Alexander he knew weill at the laſt. 
Quhome quhen he ſaw he was baith blyth and 
And hartkullie reſſauit him and faid, (glaid, 
O maiſt trew freind, of all my freinds on liue, 
Quhais greit kindnes my wittis ci not diſcriue 
Tr ar weltum ſa kar heir as J may 
How haue ze done, and ſped in sour Joꝛznax: 
Oz quhat kin end that ze haue bꝛocht it to. 
Quod he Lodwik now ze haue les ada, 
Noz of befoir, foꝛ Gwydo is departit, 
Chairfoir be blyith and wonder mirrie hartit. 
J wait J fend his Heid to Flozentine, 
To hir Father ſcho it pꝛeſentit ſine. 
Thairfoir ga ze vnto the Empꝛeour, 
Foz now ze ſtand far mair in his kauour: 
Noz euer ze did bekoir in ony time, 
And als ze ar maid clene ok all kin crime, 
That Gwydo laid vpon zone fair Ladie 
Tuitching hir kame, and sour awin honeſtie. 
Than ſaid Lodwik it neidis me fap no moir, 
My life oft times ze haue pꝛeſeruit bekoir. 
And now my life and als my honeſtie, 
Siclike pꝛeſeruit the fame ok ane Ladie. 
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Quhilk be na way J can not recompence, 

Bot quhill J leif, all the beneuolence 

ME my hart rute ze falbe euer fure, 

Sa lang as J into this lyke Indure: 

Togidder als with all my Gold and geir, 

Sa lang as J on Ipfe is leſtand heir 

Than thay Imbzaiſt, at vthers tuik gude nicht 

And Lodwik raid vnto the Empꝛeour richt. 

Ma man knawing Alexanders abfence, 

Foz all his Court beleuit his awin pꝛeſence. 

Siclyke this Quene, nathing the mater knew, 

Foz na man was, that fic thing to hir ſchew. 

Syne quhen nicht come, Alexander him fped, 

THithout tary vnto the Quenis bed. g 

Sone in his armis he hynt hir in all haiſt, 

TAlith fair weit woꝛdis richt tenderlie Imbzaiſt 

THith all pleſure that thairto did pertene, 

Oz into bed ane King do to ane Quene. 

Quod ſcho quhairkoir fen fir ze did me wed, 

And euerie nicht J lay into sour bed. 

Se neuer ſchew luke noz kindnes to me, 

Moz na kreindſchip guhil now how may this be 

Foz J beleue ze had Judgeit ſum crime. 

In my tontrair, quhilk neuer in my time 

Jtommittit vnto our Mobill grace, 

Quhairok J am aſtoneiſt in this cace. 

Out ok my minde it can not weill depart, 

Bot ſtill remane at the ruitis of my hart. 

Quod he thaivat quhy ar ze diſcontent, 

All that J did was done in gude Intent. 

In gude Intent (quod ſcho) thair J fay nap, 

Foz euerie nicht ze laid betuix vs tway 

Ane naikit wozd, and neuer couet moir 5 
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Ok mp perſoun, and knew na caus quhairfoir. 
J did all that (ſaid he) for pꝛobatioun, 

And als of luke ane greit confirmatioun: 
Betuix vs twa of euerlaſting luke, 

On fic ane ſozt J thocht J wald som pꝛuke. 

In all my davis ze fall not find agane, 

Ane naikit woꝛd in bed betuix vs twane. 

Lit not the les the Quene laid in hir thocht, 
In all my dapis koꝛzet it fall J nocht. 

Chat luke thow trowis fo2 to obtene of me, 

In thy diſpite J fall it weaik on the. 

vit nocht {eho ſaid, bot thocht it in hir minde, 
How ſcho micht turne hir luke in vther kinde. 
Thair was ane Knicht that ſcho lude of bekoir. 
And fra thine kurth ſcho tude him moir ¢ moir. 
At laſt thay twa bethocht thame of ane thing, 
How thay micht beſt fla and diſtroy the King. 
Betuix thame twa ane confait fone thay fand, 
@aue him poyſoũ, and thocht that be fra hand 
Suld be bot deid, and zit his complertioun 

It was fa flavk, it tuik na Inkectioun 

In his entrales, bot bak furth fra his hart, 
Into the fleſche, and ſchew the ſelk outwart. 
Sa be wirking within ane ſchoꝛt pꝛotes, 

It was conuert in vther fair ſeiknes. 
Uncurabill ay haldin amang vs, 

And turnit intill ane Lipper Lazarus. 

Quhill that na man with patience micht him ſe 
And all his Loꝛdis diſpyſit his companie. 
Saving it is ane thing richt odius, 

Ane laith Lipper for to Bing abone vs. 

Foz all his barnis, and all his haill offpeing, 
TCithouttin faill fall haue the ſamin thing. 
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And fa at ſchoꝛt him of all dignitie, 

Chap quite denude, fox his Inſirmitie. 
Mut of his Realme as ane beggar him dzaik, 
Quhill he behude to beg amang the lait. 

In this meane time of Rome the Empeour, 
Papit his dew det, qubairel was greit dolour. 
Quha was Father to Flozentine fa fair, 

Ok the Impire cho was apyeivand Air. 

And with auiſe ok his counſall did wed, 
Lodwik hir lufe, and bꝛocht him to hir bed. 
Quhairthꝛow he was maid principal empꝛeour 
And gat the Croun thatrok with greit Honour, 
In the fame time of france the Mobill King, 
Lodwiks Father in likewiſe maid ending. 

And papit his det as naturall cours him gaue, 
As dois all thing that euer did like reſſaue. 

And fe Lodwik come Empꝛeour throw chance 
Siclite he was the michtie King ok france, 
Abone thame baith atanis fa did he Ring, 

And baith atanis he had in gouerning. 

Than Alexander quha was laitlie depoſit, 

Fra his Ringdome the quhilk he ſuld haue Jolſit 
Hard tell foz treuth Lodwik was Empꝛeour, 
And King of France and thairot poſſeſſour. 
Unto him ſelt he faid and tuik in minde, 

3 will ga fe gif that Lodwik be kinde. 

Foz diuers times J haue Jeopard my life, 
Baith koꝛ him ſelk, and ficlike for his wife, 
Mow will J go and till him mak my mane, 
He will me help J am fuve and certane. 

Sa on ane nicht Alerander vp vais, 

And as he micht, purelie put on his clais: 

And ſteppit kurth with his Tat in his W 4 
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TAlith cop and clapper vnto the Empꝛeours land 
Quhen he come thair he fat doun at his set, 
Amang the lipper lum Almous: for to get. 
The Empꝛeour come kurth vpon ane day, 

Ok his Palice to ſpoꝛt him and to play. 
Ekter his play agane to JPalice patt, 
And to dennar Ilk ane thay bownit faſt. 
All the Lipper thay clappit and thay cryit, 
Bot at that time all Almous was denvpit, 
And Alexander clappit as did the reſt, 
Thocht thay gat nocht, to bide sit he thocht beſt 
Unto the time the Empꝛeour was fet, 
Beleuing weill ſum Almous koz to get. 
And vp he vais, and neir the set he went, 
Thatrat knokit with meik minde and Intent. 
The porter ſaid quhais that that knoks fa bald 
Quod he ane pure with sow ſum erand wald. 
Bequiring sow koꝛ luke and cheritie 
That ze will do ſum mall meſſage foꝛ me. 
The Poꝛter ſaid quhome to is that meflage, 
Few is heirin of guhome ze haue knawledge. 
Alexander faid, gude freind with sour plefour, 
My erand is unto the Empꝛeour. 2 
The Poꝛter faid dois sour evand pertene 
To the Empꝛeour, J wait not quhat ze mene. 
Schaw me the mater and quhat is zour Intent 
And J fall tell zour taill Incontinent. 
Me fain J sow require fo: Soddis luke, 
And for his faik that fittis in heuin abufe: 
Ga ze and tell vnto the Empꝛeour, 
Ane man is heir in feiknes and dolour. 
Ane laith Lipper, ane Lazarus 3e fe, 
Requivis his grace for part of Cheritie. 
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for Goddis luke that creat hes all thing, 

And Alexanders faik of Egypt King. 

That he will grant me licence in his hall, 

To eit his meit befoir his Mobillis all. 

The Porter ſaid J wonder of sour wit, 
TGithin his hall that ze deſire to fit. 

Foz all his hall of Mobill men is kow, 

And thay at meit fozſuith gif thay faw zow: 
Chap ſuld abhoꝛ, and eit that time no moir, 
J think it beſt ze hald zow fill thairkoir. 
Quod Alexander J pꝛay sow of gudnes, 

Foz Goddis faik, and of sour gentilnes. 

To sour Maiſter ʒe wald ſchaw my Meſſage 
Get Jalmous ze fall not want sour wage. 
The Poꝛter ſaid, fa far as ze require, 

Foz Goddis ſaik, and hartlie ze defive, 

Zour erand do, the fame J tak on hand, 
Quhill J returne, fe Hill heir that ze ſtand. 
Than the Poꝛter paſt to the Empꝛeour, 

And hailſit him with reuerence and Honour, 
Did his Meſlage, as he had gottin command 
The Empꝛeour hard, and vnderſtude fra hand 
And quhen he hard namit Alexander King, 
Quod he in haiſt that man to me ze being, 
How hozribill oz vgſum that he be, 

In all gude haiſt ze fetche him heir to me. 
That he may eit his meit into mp hall, 

In my pꝛeſence bekoir mp Loꝛdis all. 

Than the Poꝛter vnto the zet is gone, 

And Alexander he bꝛocht to hall anone. 

And oꝛdanit him into the hall ane place, 
Quhair he micht eit bekoir the Empzeours face 
Quhen he was weill rekreſchit at his awin “> 
; ne 
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Ane gentill man belyue he callit him till. 
And faid gude Schir, require the Empeour, 
Gik that it be his will and his pleſour: 

Foz Goddis luke fir, and king Alexanders fine 
ibe wald me giue ane Coup full of his wine. 
The gentill man laid that J will do to the, 
Bot J beleue that fic thing fall not be. 

Foz gif ze anis of his Coup tak ane dzink, 
To dꝛink thaivin he fall na mair J think. 
Zit nor the les the evand J fall do, 

Auiſe him fel€ gik he confentis thairto. 

The Meſſage than to the Empꝛeour he ſchew, 
And als fa fone as he the erand knew: 

Foz Alexanders faik the Coup he fend 

Full of the wine that koz the beſt was kend. 
Drank his pleſure, and fine he put the reſt 
In his Bottall, that time he thocht it beſt. 
Ok his finger ane [mall gold Ring he thꝛew, 
Mubilk the Empzeour lang time bekoir he knew 
Betaus the fame he had him geuin befoir, 
In takin of luke and kreindſchip euer moir. 
Quhilk Alexander into the Coup leit fall, 
And bad the copper beir it vp theow the hall: 
To the Empꝛeour, and the fame leit him fe, 
Quha faid my freind, J fall it do trewlie. 
The Coup and Ring withouttin pꝛoces mair 
To the Empꝛeour the copper fone it bair. 
The Empꝛeour than how fone the Ring he ſaw 
Incontinent full weill he did it knaw. 

And wiſt richt weill it was the famin Bing. 
That he had geuin to Alexander King. 

Into kreindſchip quhen ather did depart, 
Out of the Court, quhatrok be at his hart: 
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Tas ſozrowfull, for he knew na remeid, 

Bot Alexander his companioun was deid. 5 

D2 ellis he thocht this pure man meruelloullie, 

Had gottin this Ring at ſum greit Jeopardie. 

Me commandit the Lipper not depart 

Quhill he had hard matr ſecreitis of his hart. 

Foz he not knew be favour na vther thing, 

Quhat man it was that had ſend him pt Ring. 

Ekter dennar he tuik him qupetlie, N 

And ſaid tell me the treuth and veritie: 

And kenze not to tell to me this thing, 

Quhk, quhair, c hom happinnit ze on this Ring 

Alexander laid, and pleis sour Maieſtie, 

Quhat is the caus ze ſpeir fic thing at me: 

Ze haue knawledge of this Ring J perfaur, 

Gik it was zours, ze knaw quhair ze it gaue. 

The Empꝛeour ſaid richt wonder weil J knaw 

The Ving and man ſiclike gik J him ſaw. 

Alexander faid J meruell that can be, 

Te knaw the Ning, and na way knawis me. 

Foz Alexander J am ok Egypt King, 

Sum time J was quhome to ze gaue this Ring 

Quhen he that hard to his hart ſtraik ane ſtoũd 

Foz verray ſturt fell flatlings to the ground. 

And rent his robbis, and keſt his clais him fra, 

Quhen he perlauit Alexander was la. 

TUith ſair fichingis and ſobbings to him faid,, 

My deir kellow how is this on zow laid. 

Sic ſair ſeiknes, and greie Infirmitie, 

My hart it bꝛekis fic thing on zow to fe, 

Ze ar my like, my faull and my weilkair, 

My onlie freind and fellow but compair. 

Quhair is sour coꝛs that was W 
our 
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Tour bauld bodie that was fa finelie fed, 

Zour puiffant pith [and ſtait] that was fa ſtout 
Tour mãly ſtrenth, quhairot Ilk man had dout 
Quod Alexander this greit Jnfirmitie, 

And vnclenes that ze fe now on me: 

Foꝛ the greit faith, trew kindnes ¢ kreindſchip 
Chat ze ſchew quhen J left sow in Egypt: 
To wed my wife, thair sour fidelitie 

Cauſit this feiknes fa to chance vpon me. 

Foz into bed, with my wife quhen ze lay. 

Ane naikit ſwoꝛd ze laid betuix sow tway 
Scho beleuing it was not ze bot J, 

Sa kremmitlie with hir in bed culd ly. 

And fo2 that caus had me at fic haitrent, 

Ane ther Squyper ſcho cheiſit in tuferent. 
Betuix thame twa purpoſit to poyſoun me, 
Quhilt is conuert in this Inſirmitie. 

Furth of my realme vai haue me dꝛeuin ¢ chaiſt 
And to returne thairto J haue na traiſt. 

The Empꝛeour than tuik him about the nek, 
Foꝛ verray lufe, and ſaid in this effeck. 

O my maiſt beſt belouit trew brother, 
Quhome euer mair J (ude abone all vther. 

J ſoꝛrow fair in fic fort zow to fe, 

Tithout remeid maiſterit in miſerie. 

Bot ze mon thoill and tak in patience, 

And gif thair may be found ony defence: 

Delp oꝛ remeid that may sour ſeiknes faue, 
Foz gold oz geir, but dout ze fall it haue. 

Te fall not faill to fetche fine Phiſitians, 
Mith cũning Clerkis, and perfite pꝛacticians, 
Moz zit fall mis foꝛ mony Medicinars, 

Noꝛ fo2 payment to pꝛeif all Poti i 
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With counfallis of Maiſters and dortours fine 
For all ſeiknes that can giue Medicine. 
Into this neid gif thay can zow ſupplie, 
It fall not want koz gold, geir noꝛ monie. 
To get sow help we fall not ſpair to ſpend, 
Thocht we fuld ſeik vnto the warldis end. 
Thairkoir be blyth, and tak nathing in thocht 
Thꝛow all the warld sour help it ſalbe ſocht. 
Extept sour helth heir nathing ze fall want, 
Quhen plefis God he will that to som grant. 
To ane Chalmer belyue thay culd him bring, 
Tas weill pꝛeparit, wanting na kind of thing 
Ok honeſtie, noꝛ zit was neteſſair 
Foz eis oz helth, quhair his bed was and lair 
In this meane time the Empꝛeour gart pꝛepair 
Dis Meſlingers to pas and ſeik all quhair, 
Cüning Doctouris, and Phiſitians profound 
That was expert in ony land oꝛ ground. 
Ok quhome thair come to him in oulkis thee, 
Thꝛettie Doctouris cunning in all degre. 
The maiſt expert, and had experience, 
In fic effaivis, belanging that Science. 
Ok ſure ſupplie pertening Phiſick fine, 
And was extollit Maiſters in Medicine. 
To quhome anone the Empꝛeour than faid, 
Ok zour cüming Maiſters J am richt glaid. 
Chis is the cace quhy J fend to zow all, 
J haue ane freind the quhilk lyis ſeik and thꝛall 
Uncurabill, quhilk onlie J fufpect, 
As is Lipper, quhairwith he is Inkect. 
Quhairok gik ze culd mak him haill and ſound, 
J wald giue gold mony ane thoufand pound. 
All the riches J haue and vther geir, 

J wald 
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J wald it giue to haue him haill and keir. 
The Maiſteris faid we fall do diligence, 
Be Dict, Phiſick, and naturall ſcience: 
Togidder with all poflibilitic, 
Pim to recure of his Intirmitie. 
Pleiſit zour grate ze mon vs all pardoun, 
Te mon haue ſicht of the pꝛincipall perſoun. 
Quhilk all thꝛettie at anis quhen thay him ſaw 
Incontinent his ſeiknes thay did knaw. 
And faid it was ane feiknes vncurabill, 
And to remeid to moztall man not abill. 
Quhen the Empꝛeour hard thame deliuer fo, 
At his hart rute he was richt wonder wo. 
Bemittit all to the help and calling 
Ok God abuke, that can help all fic thing. 
The Empꝛeour callit to him godlie men, 
Furth of all partis, quhair that he culd the ken, 
Chat war deuoit with minde ¢ thocht Inwart 
Deſiring thame richt humblie with his hart: 
Chat thay wald pꝛay to God of his gude grace 
Chow thair prayer git thay culd helth purches 
To Alexãder quhilk was ane King with cvoun, 
Be thair kaſting, and als deuotioun. 
And als him ſelk kaſtit and pꝛayit daylie 
That God micht haue ok his gude kreind pietie 
Upon a day Alexander alone, 
Lying in bed, in hart all wo begone. 
raping to God foz ſum help and ſupplie, 
He hard ane voice faping to him on hie. 
Alexander gik that the Empꝛeour, 
Defiris thy helth, thy help and thy fuccour: 
Let him ga ſone with his awin handis twa, 
Vis twa zoung fonnis nnen, fla. 
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Che qubilkis his wife at ane burding thé bair, 

At the laſt time ſcho was in Childbedlair. 

TUetche thy bodie with the twa babeis blude, 

Thy fleſche ſalbe als fair, als clene, als gude. 

As euer it was in ony time befozne, 

D2 as the fleſche of ane babie new bozne. 

Alexander hard, and this faid to him fell, 

J think it not neidkull this taill to tell. 

Moꝛ to be ſchawin is not expedient, 

Mature thairto be na way will conſent. 

Ma wonder war his hart koz to be wa, 

Foz ane ſtranger his awin twa ſonnis fla, 

Thocht J be now in fic extremitie, 

Sic ane vane voce fall not be ſchawin foz me. 

Zit not the les the Empꝛeour nicht and day 

Continuallie at his deuotioun lay: 

Pꝛaping to God to fend help and ſupplie, 

To Alexander King of Egypt ſuld be. 

Sa at the laſt come to the Empꝛeour, 

Ane vote ſaving quhy makis thow mair laubour 

Foz to get help to Alexander King, 

Sen to him ſelk is ſchawin the famin thing. 

The Empꝛeour than to Alexander went, 

Saping be blyith and mirrie in Intent. 

O my gude freind, fen God ok his gudnes, 

Mes ſchawin remeid and helth for sour feiknes 

Unto sour fel€ alone fa ſerreitlie, 

J pray zow ſchaw quhat fafloun it ſalbe. 

God is remeid koz all vpon him cawis, 

To thame ſupplie in ſindzie ſozt he ſchawis. 

And fen fa is, fic ſecreitis hes zow ſchawin, 

J wald the fame ze fa mak to me knawin. 

Co get our helth gik J micht help an 8 
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And to weilfaiv agane we micht zow win. 
IJ cure na Gold, noz counts na warldlie geir, 
Sa J agane micht haue zow haill and feir. 
J count na coift, noz zit na vther thing. 
Sa zow agane to helth it micht sow being. 
Pele not zour mynd into na fort fra me, 
In ony thing that may sour helth ſupple. 
For micht J deill sour ſeiknes into thee, 
Ze ſuld not haue fa greit Infirmitie. 
My ͤ wyke and ze the twa part ze fuld haue, 
And the thzid part, my fel€ it fuld reſſaue. 
Knew J as ze, quhair ze may haue ſuppoꝛt, 
It to reſſaue, the tyme fuld be richt ſchoꝛt. 
Thairkoir keir not koz to tell me the treuth, 
To help sour felf, fe na way ze be ſleuth. 
Than Alexander anſwerit with mynd fa meik, 
Powbeit that J kyktene tymes war mair ſeik: 
And at the poynt of the matt cruell deid, 
tan not ſchaw the caus of my remeid. 
Moz J wald not that fic ane thing war ſchawin 
Moz J wald not to ony mak it knawin. 
Foz to be ſchawin it is fa odious, 
And to nature fa done contrarious. 
In to this cafe ze mon hald me ercufit, 
To haue my helth, fic way quyte J vefute it. 
The Empꝛeour faid my onlie freind and bꝛother 
Quhome with my hart J luke abone all vther. 
aue me in traiſt, haue me in na diſpair, 
Bot the haill treuth J pray sow me declair. 
The thing is not poſſibill to be done, 
Sow foz to cure, bot it falbe had fone. 
Thairkoir J sow requpꝛe of brother Heid, 
Hyde not fra me, that may be ao 

+ ll. 


312 THE SEVIN 


Alexander faid, fen euin fa is zour will, 
The haill kaſſoun J will declair sot till. f 
TUith hartlie minde, hũblie praying our grace | 
Sen sour will is, that J ſchaw sow the cace: 
That ze will tak my woꝛdis in patience, | 
And pardoun me quhair that J mak offence. 
Foz ze will think my woꝛdis far by reſſoun, 
Meid war thairkoir sour grace grant me pardoun 
Mit and reſſoun my talk will baith Impoung 
Bek war thairkoir in time to hald my toung. 
The Empzeour faid for his ſaik that zom bocht 
THithouttin feir ſchaw me zonr minde ¢ thocht 
Le fall me find to zow trew and conſtant, 
And sot to helth, thaiv is nocht ze fall want. 
Thairkoir ſchaw furth sour minde gik it sow 
Foz ze fall fay nathing fall me diſeis. (pleis 
Alexander faid J will pleis zour Intent, 
As it was ſchawin to me in verament. 
Tit anis agane sour grace J will pꝛoteſt, 
That my ſchairp woꝛdis zour minde nathing 
Be ane greit voice it was to me reuelit, (moleſt 
Be ane ſtrange way, how that J may be halit. 
Zour awin twa fonnis sour felf thame fo2 to fla 
And my bodie welche with the blude of tha. 
This is the way quhairthꝛow J mon be Hail, 
Quhilk is ane thing to zow vnnaturall: 
That the Father his awin twa ſonnis ſuld keil 
THith his twa handis, for ony ſtrangers weill. 
And is contrair the cours of naturall Law, 
This was the caus fic thing J durſt not ſchaw. 
The Empzeour faid ze faill far to me thaiv, 
Chat callis zour fel€ to be heir ane ſtrangair. 
Foz in tre faith, and fa my ſaull haue ſeill, 
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As my awin fel€ J lufe zow euin als weill, 
Foz git J had ten barnis perchance and ma, 
To get sour helth, thair ſuld not ane of tha 
Sone be vnklane, J ſchoztlie ow declair. 
Ok this mater now we will ſpeik na mair. 
Ga ze to reſt and mak na mair ado. 
TUith help of God all to gude fall cum to. 
The Empꝛeour he waittit day and nicht, 
And watchit about quhat time vat he beſt micht 
Cum to his chak, his awin twa ſonnis to fla. 
Sa on ane day the Empꝛice furth culd ga 
Tith hir Ladeis airlie in ane mozning, 
To tak paſtime into ane grene garding. 
The Empꝛeour ſaw, and to Chalmer him ſped 
Quhair the twa babis lay ſleipand in thair bed 
Incontinent his quhinzear kurth he dꝛew 
With his twa hands his awin twa ſonnis flew 
Cuttit thair thꝛottis, and fine keppit the blude, 
Powbeit the fame contrair his hart it ſtude. 
Ma meruell was howbeit his hart was wo. 
He thame begat, and was his childzen two. 
Sine with that blude, Alexander did welche, 
Tith bis awin hands, all his body and fleſche. 
Quhilk was als kair Intontinent and clene, 
As ony time befoiv had euer bene. 
And als gude lyke in parſoun and vifage, 
As quhen he was bot twentie zeir ok age. 
The Empꝛeour than knew weill be his cullour, 
Be his kaſſoun, his face and poꝛtratour. 
It was but dout Alexander trewlie, 
Quhairok in hart richt wonder blyth was he. 
Foz of befoir he knew bot this and fo, 
Quhider gik it wes Alexander oz no. 
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Bot doutles Alexander he knew, i 

THithout diſpair it was Alexander trew. 

Kitt him and faid, O my gude tender freind, 

Sen fir we knew and euer mair hes bene. 

Ok sour perſoun now J haue gude knawledge, 

Ok sour fauour zour far and sour viſage. 

Quhilk mony time J delptit to fe, 

To eit and dink, and be in companie. 

Blyſt be the time, fic childzꝛing J begat, 

That hes zom bꝛocht to the ſtait ze ar at. 

Bot zit nane wi that the Childꝛing was flane, 

Bot Alexander, and the Empꝛeour allane. 

The Empeour laid, fen God of his gudnes, 

ies maid zow haill of all zour ſair ſeiknes. 

J fall oꝛdane foz ow richt quyetlic, 

To pas ane fpace, ane honeſt companie. 

Dut fra this place bot aucht oꝛ myles ten, 

To that effect, that nane heir fall zow ken. 

And on the mone ze fall fend me meſſage, 

Ok sour ciiming, making to me knawledge. 

Chan fall J cum with blyth and merie ſpꝛeit, 

Into all haiſt, caſt me so foz to meit. 

Than Hill with me alwayis ze fall remane, 

Quhill we auiſe to get sour Realme agane. 

Ok this counfall Alexander was content, 

As thay talkit, was done Incontinent. 

On the nixt day come to the Empꝛeour, 

Ane MWellinger, quha hailſit him with Honour, 

Schawing to him, as he had gottin command 

King Alexander of Egypt was at hand 

The empꝛice hard and was richt wonder glaid 

To the Empꝛeour ſcho haiſtit hir and ſaid. 

O mp gude Lod, be blyth and mak gude 17 
ng 
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King Alexander thay fap is cũming heir. 
Quhome with we okt in greit blythnes hes bene 
This mony day bygane hes not him feng, 
And wald zour grate be fa gude to mak gait 
Pim foe to meit, he wald be blyth J wait. 

J and my Ladeis into our beſt array 

Sall pas with sow, and meit him be the way. 
This being done, as zit nathing ſcho knew 
That the Father his awin twa fonnis flew. 
The Empzeour faid, gik that it be sour will, 
That Ilk Joznay blythlie J will ga till. 


Chan raid thay kurth ane honeſt companie, 


Lozds, Knichts, Ladeis, with greit folempnitic 
And as thay raid fa BRovallie thꝛow the ſtreit, 
In the midway King Alexander culd meit. 
Quha hailſit vther with all humilitie, 

Tith laude ¢ gloir, and Honour that micht be. 
Thair was kindnes ¢ thaiv was greit killing. 
Thair was blythnes, vair was in armes bꝛaling 
Thair was kneilling, and thair was courtaſie 
With reuerence and greit ſolempnitie. 

Ekter talking with gude and trew Intent, 

All togidder vnto the Palice went. 

Quhair that he was reſſauit with blythnes, 
With greit honour, with Joy and mirrines. 
Time come of meit, all was at Tabill fet, 
Mathing wantit that neidkull was to get. 
Alexander was fet at the hie deis, 

THith the Empꝛice, and the Empꝛeour at meis. 
As thay war talking into mirrines, 

The Empzeour faid to his awin Empꝛes: 

O Flozentine, my awin gude wife and luke, 
think mp hart in Joy exalt abufe, 
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That ze do mak King Alexander fic cheir, 

And is fa blyth, that he is cumin heir. 

Scho faid fozſuith culd Ff it better make, 

It ſuld be done, fox Alexanders fake, 

Suld not to vs his cuming be glaidnes, 

And in {peciall ta zow ane greit kyndnes. 

Foz ze had not cum to this Dignitie, 

Quhair ze ar now, foetuith had not bene he. 

And diuers tymes als he hes ſauit sour Ipfe, 

And was pꝛincipall, that gat me to sour wyke. 

The Empꝛeour fad, sour wit weill J allow. 

That thinks on thame that was fa gude to zow 

Than J pray zow tak gude heid qubat J fap, 

Into this hall ſaw se not the laſt day, 

Ane laith Lipper bekoir our Tabill fat, 

Baith meit and deink as ze ſaw ſum he gat. 

Sine for Goddis luke, & King Alexanders fake, 

Deſürit ane dzink, qubilk J gart till him take. 

Scho ſaid my Load that man richt weill J faw 

Ane mair vglie zit did J neuer knaw. 

The Empzeour faid, a thing J som demand, 

Quhilk J beleue ze will difcus fra hand. 

J put the cace that Lipper man had bene, 

King Alexander that ze fe with sour Ene. 

And his remeid and helth in zour hand lay. 

And with the blude of sour zoung ſonnis tway 

Behude foe to be bathit all about, 

Tala ze not than with ane ſtyf hart and ſtaut: 

Richt weill conſent that baith thair bludes war 

To the Intent, vat his helth micht be had. (ſched 

Thair thꝛotts cuttit, and da thame baith ta deid 

Sa Alexander thairthzow micht get remeid. 

And mak him haill, euin as ze fe him W 
at 
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Chat J wald do (quod ſcho) Hod J auow: 

Had we ten Sonnis gottin vs twa betwene, 

J wald conſent to fe thame with myne Ene: 
Intontinent to fe thame deid and flane, 

Into that cafe to get his helth agane. 

Chap being flane with my power and pith, 

My awin twa hands fuld welche him weil pair 
Rather than J ſuld leif him in fie neid, (with 
J wald not cure to fe thair thꝛottis bleid. 

For God agane micht fend him barnis anew, 
Bot neuer agane ane kreind fa traiſt and trew. 
Dube the Empieour thir wards of hir hard laid 
Into his hart he was baith blyth and glaid: 
And faid to hir gude Flozentine my wike, 

Dad ze rather ſaue Alexanders like: 

And helit of ſair noe haue sour ſonnis leuand. 
Trewlie (quod ſcho) that heir J tak on hand, 
Becaus thairkoir ze av to him fa kinde, 

J will sow ſchaw the Inwart of my minde. 
The laith Lipper quhilk fat into my baw, 
That J and se baith eit and dzink we fat, 
Scho faid he was maiſt Lipper Lasavous, 

That euer come within ane Mobillis Hous. 

J meruellit greit qubaivfoir vt thing was wꝛocht 
Mithin sour hall fic ane beirne fuld bene bochtz 
To sow J trowit it fuld haue done offence, 
That fie perſounis ſuld cum in sour pꝛeſente. 
Bot fen zour grate ſufferit fic thing to be, 

J was content, and weill allowit with me. 

The Empꝛeour ſaid, had ze the treuth tha kend 
As J beleue, ze had not bene offend, 

Gude Florentine now J will mak som fure, 
Quhilk man it was that fat on our hall flure. 
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I will zow ſchaw but onp kenzeing, 

Alexander it was of Egypt King. 

Quhilk at our Tabill now ſittis pꝛeſentlie, 

Quod ſcho my Loꝛzd, J think that can not be. 

Alexander that now fittis at our Tabill, 

That is ane thing not likelie to be abill. 

Foz Alexander that fittis heir pꝛelentlie, 

Is haill and keir, pleſand to luik and fe, 

ithout ſeiknes of bodie found and clene, 

Blyth of viſage, with twa fair Criſtall Ene, 

Curious of cows, ane cumlie Creature, 

Sa was he not that fat into the flure. 

Bot of his lyꝛe was laithlie and hoꝛzribill, 

And had ſeiknes quhilk was vncurabill. 

And ſa is not now Alexander King, 

And J meruell ze ſuld fay fic ane thing. 

My hart (quod he) God hes ſend him remeid 

Throw me and zow be our fonnis deid. 

My Hart noz hand koꝛſuith na aw J tude, 

Co cut thatr theottis, ¢ bath him in thair blude 

Sa be Goddis grace he is maid haill and keir, 

Ane clene perſoun, as ze now fe him heir. 

Than ſcho began to murne and to mak ſozrow 

As nature wald, howbeit ſcho ſaid bekozrow: 

That ſcho had rather fe all hir Childzen deid, 

Into that cate, oꝛ he wantit remeid. 

Tit not the les the naturall cours and kinde 

In this behalk, changeit baith thocht ¢ minde 

The hartlie luke, and motherlie pietie, 

Quhilk nature geuis in the Mother to be. 

Culd not fuffer, noꝛ zit na way ſuſtene 

Bot with fair hart {eho grat with baith hir ene 

And maid ſozrow, as it was na meruall, 
Thꝛow 
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Chow kindlie cours, and als lufe naturall. 
The Empꝛeour perſauit hir tak pine, 

To ſtanche hir ſturt fain O gude Flozentine, 
Thocht ze be wo, J can na way zow wite, 

Foz weill J knaw ze had luke and delite: 
Inwart kindnes vnto sour fonnes two, 

Jan weill think that sour hart fuld be wo. 

Lit not the les J pꝛay zom ceis ol ſoꝛrow 

All will be weill J find som Gad to bozrow. 
The Muvifis heirand of fic tythands, 

Joꝛ greit hart bꝛek thay cryit c wꝛãg pair hãds 
Chay wiſt nathing quhat for to do oz fap, 

Paſt to Chalmer quhair that the barnis lay, 
Beleuing weill of na vther remeid, 

Bot find the barnis in thaiv bed lyand deid. 
Chap fand the baith at thair paſtime playing 
In greit blyithnes, and geuing God louing. 
Meuer mair blyth fen firſt hour thay war boꝛne 
Mathing knawing that thair twa theotis was 
The Muriſis to the Empꝛeour went, (fehaene 
And how all was thay ſchew Incontinent 

How his twa fonnis was leuand blyth & glaid 
And how about baith thair twa nekis vai had 
Ane civkill ok gold quhair v the knife had gane, 
Mubilk knife fa fone fra thame the like had tane 
Quhairthꝛow thair was greit mirth in p* Cietie 
In the Palice, and all the companie. 

That God ſic grace to hir twa babs had grätit 
Chap being flane, thair likes zit not thay wãtit 
Quhairkoir thair was thꝛow the cieteis ¢ tounis 
Gꝛeit pꝛapers maid with mony Deifounis, 
Louing the Load like to thir babeis lent, 

And grantit helth to ſeik and Impotent. 
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Bankettis thay maid with Joy and mirrines, 
Menſtrallis maid mirth, ceiflit was all ſadnes. 
Quene Florentine ſcho bliſt that ſam in day, 
Scho did confaue and beir fic ſonnis tway. 
Mathing was thair the ſpate of kourtie dayis 
Bot al kin mirth, with blythnes ſpoꝛts & plapis 
Gzeit toꝛnamentis, with hardie Hows rynning, 
Sum vther dapis wi grew Houndis deir hunting 
This being done the Empꝛeour did pꝛepair 
Ane greit armie of manheid ſingulair, 
And pat away with all thair fellowichip 
Mith Alexander agane into Egypt. 
Set him agane into his Nopaltie, 
In his awin Realme with greit ſolempnttie. 
Beſtozit him haill to all his poſleſſiounis, 
TUith dew ſeruice of his Lozdis and Barrounis 
That gude Jowell King Alexanders Quene 
In Adultrie that ſa done lang had bene. 
ith hir luifer, quhat he was Knicht oz ſquire, 
As thay deſeruit, was baith bꝛint in ane five. 
In this meane time ve Empꝛeour chãcit to haue 
Ane kair ſiſter, quhome in to wife he gaue 
To Alexander, and koztikeit the band 
Ok greit kindnes, quhilk euer mair did ſtand: 
Betuix thame twa, ok hartlie minde and thocht 
Quhat that ane did, the vther wald haue wꝛocht 
Sa Alexander being fet doun at reſt, 
In bis awin Realme, the Empꝛeour thocht beſt 
Foz to returne agane to his Impire, 
And tuik gude nicht at thair awin hartis deſire 
Chap war richt wa to pairt ze may confidder, 
Bot sit ay ſtill freinds may not bide togidder. 
Sa departit with mirrines and Jop, 

Alexander 
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Alexander on gait did him conuov. 

Sine efter this Alexander him dꝛeſt, 

To gyde his Realme alwayis as he thocht beit 
THith manlines and wifdome in him fell, 

Me vincuſt all contrair him did rebell. 

bis enemeis about him all he dantit. 

Sa thꝛow wifdome of his will nocht he wantit 
Quhen he was in all his gloir peice and micht, 
Into his minde it come vpon ane nicht. 

How his Father in the fey did him fling, 
Becaus he ſchew quhat the wilde bird did fing, 
And his Mother thairto did weill confent, 
Thairkoir he fend Meſſage Incontinent. ‘ 
Howbeit thay did ane fay way fra him dwell, 
The Meſlinger zit he bad to thame tell, 

That Alexander quhilk was King of Egypt, 
TMald to thame cum with ane greit kellowſchip. 
Eit and dzink, and with thame mak gude cheir 
In that countrie ſum new nowellis to heir. 
The Meſlinger blythlie thay did reſſaue, 

And riche rewardis ficlike thay to him gaue. 
Saping thair ſeruitce at euerie time and hour 
Suld be reddy at that greit Kingis pleſaur. 
Dowheit thay war not woꝛthie foz fic thing, 
Foz to reſſaue with thame ane crownit King. 
Lit not the les and pleis his grace to cum, 
With all our hartis he falbe richt welcum. 
The Meſlinger to the Empꝛeour is went, 

As thay him faid he ſchew Incontinent. 

And quhat reward with blythnes vai him gaue 
And how blythlie the King thay ſuld reſſaue. 
And how reddy thay war at his command, 
Him for to ſerue all time at hart and hand. 
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Quhat euer his grace gaue thame comandemet 

Quhairok the King was blyth and weill cotent 

Che day become the Bing tuik his Joznap, 

Tith diuers Lozdis to pas the reddy way 

Quhair his Father and mother maid dwelling 

Untznawin to thame of ony vther thing: 

Bot he was King of Egypt and nane vther, 

Moꝛ zit nane knew of his Father and Mother. 

Except him fel€ quha knew weill all the cace, 

And quhe thay dꝛew neir hand his fathers place 

As thay come kurth rydand in thair Joꝛnay 

The Buicht his Father met him be the way. 

And quhen he ſaw the King cüming with croun 

Incontinent of his Hoes lichtit doun. 

Tith all Honour and all gude reuerente, 

Upon his kneis making obedience, 

And quhen he ſaw his Father tak fic pane, 

Me tuik him vp, and bad him ryde agane, 

Sa cheik koz cheik, to his Caſtell thay raid, 

Quhair thair was cheir wi all aboundance maid 

And quhen thay come vnto the Cattell set, 

Dis Mother come, and with blythnes him met. 

Rneilling to him, he lichtit and hir kif, 

Bot quhat he was the ſuith nathing ſcho wiſt. 

Scho faid to him fen it pleſis sour grace 

To veſie vs at this time, and our plate. 

Te do to vs zour ſeruandis greit Honour, 

And we blyth ar that it is sour pleſour. 

And is welcum to all that ze find heir, 

And as we map we fall mak som the cheir. 

The time of day dꝛew neir all bownit to dine, 

Dis Father come with ane ſiluer Baſine: 

THith Rois watter vpon his knie ee 
nd 
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And his Mother with Cowell in hir hand. 
Saping meiklie, pleiſit sour grate to welche, 
And thairekter with ſum meit zow rekreſche. 
It is reddy the cheir we dow zow mak, 
Praying sour grace in patience it to tak. 
The King this faw he ſmylit and fine he faid 
Untill him ſelk, thair is nane can auaid, 
Moz fet on fide the godlie pꝛouidence 
Me will haue done be his perfit pꝛudence. 
The Michtingaillis fang now J perſaue is trew 
Mubilk lang ago to my Father J (chew: 
Quhen that ſcho come to his winds and fang, 
Chat thay ſuld baith be richt glaid foz to gang 
With the Cowell and Baline in thair handis, 
Me for to ſerue as thay war my ſeruandis. 
Gik J wald thoill thame fic thing koꝛ to do, 
Now the ſame thing and mater is cum to. 
This in him felf he faid, and na man knew, 
Moz to na man as zit fic thing he ſchew. 
Sa he wald not thame thoill to do fic thing, 
Powbeit that time he was ane Crownit King, 
Saping ſchir Knicht, J will honour sour age, 
Ze noz sour wife fall do me fic Homage, 
It becũmis not fic twa agit to being, 
Mater to weſche, howbeit J be ane King. 
Tank in patience, fozſuith J fap zow trew, 

Foz J haue heir vther ſeruandis anew, 
Than faid the Knicht to vs it war Honour, 
Sa that it war vnto sour grace pleſour. 
Bot fen cace is, ze will not thoill vs do, 
Be reſſoun we ar not woꝛthie thairto. 
Than faid the King, J dude to Honour age, 
Sic office ganis to zounger perſonage. 
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Chan to dennar was this gude King fet doun, 
And thairekter his Lozdis of greit Renoun, 
Quhen he was fet he gart fet doun his Mother 
On his ane fide, his Father on the vther. N 
Quhome Inteirlie beheld ay his viſage, 
Git thay culd haue of him ony knawlege. 
Bot nane thay had, ſeiknes, eild and laubour, 
Cauſit thame mifken his faffoun and fauour. 
The dennar done, the King to Chalmer went, 
Foz his Father and Mother efter ſent. 
Quha come to him with all obedience 
Randering to him ſeruice and reuerence. 
be commandit all perſounis pas on fide, 
Mane bot the Knicht and his wife to abide. 
At qubais command, as he bad fa was done, 
Than was the dure on thame thre cloſit fone. 
Than fatd the King to the Knicht and his wife 
Daue ze na barnis, quod thay nane vpon like. 
Sone noz douchter at this time haue we nane, 
And to get ma, we traiſt the time be gane. 
Than faid the King J ſpeir for time bygane 
Had ze ony, oz Had ze neuer ane. 
Than faid the Knicht for a fone we had ane 
Bot it is lang ſen he was deid and gane. 
Than faid the King, in quhat deid deit he. 
Than laid the Knicht ane naturall deid trewlie 
Than faid the King be that not trew but faill, 
Ee fault to me, and dowbillis to me sour taill. 
Than faid the Knicht, sour grace now J require 
Quhat is the caus fa feruentlic ze deſire, 
And to fic thing qubat cauſis zow tak Heid, 
TUith fic effect to ſpeir efter his deid. 
Cha ſaid the King, without caus do J it nocht 
2 ow 
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ow sour Sone deit, ſchaw me sour minde and 

Gik ze will not ſchaw kurth the veritie, (thocht. 

Ane ſchameles deid but dout ze fall baith die. 

Quhen thay 5 hard thay fell doũ on thair knie 

Alking him grace kozgiuenes and mercie. 

Than faid the King, zit J will honour age, 

J couet not of zow fa greit homage. 

J grant zow leik bekoir me fo2 to ſtand, 

And fa he raiſt thame baith vp be the hand. 

To that Intent J come not in Jour place, 

Zow to betrais in ony ſoꝛt oꝛ care, 

Foz it is geuin me weill to vnderſtand 

Ze put sour fone to deid with sour awin hand. 

And gif fic thing cum to the Judgement, 

Te will be baith condampnit Incontinent. 

Chaivfoir ta me the verray treuth ze ſchaw, 

It is danger koz fic to byde the Law. 

Schaw me the treuth, and J fall fait sow baith 

Fra all perrell, and keip zom fra all (Raith. 

Than ſaid the nicht, my like ſchir to me grat 

Ok the trew treuth ane woꝛd ze fall not want. 

Than ſaid the King keir not the treuth to fap, 

And on credence heir J fall fail som tway. 

Than ſaid the Knicht ane fone we had trewlie, 

Quhilk was weill ſene in cunning and Clergie 

Sicker cunning he had in ſcience ſeuin, 

In all Planetis that mouit vnder heuin. 

He knew the cours, and all thair ſtrãge afpectis 

Chair pith, power, and all thair firme affectis. 

All herbis and treis richt wonder weill he knew 

Quhat ſtreth vat had, quhat pith, ¢ quhat ver- 

Chait was na foull 5 euer flew w wing, (tew 

Bot he knew weill quhẽ vai 9 fang wald fing. 
J. 
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Into fa fav, thair was na herb that ſpꝛang. 

Me knew the pith, and als the foullis ſang. 

Upon ane day bekoir vs he culd ftand, 

ith Baſine, Cowell, and watter in his hand 

In the meane time that bony foull of flicht, 

The Michtingaill, at our windo did licht. 

And fa began to fing hir noitis gude, 

THeill war the man (quod J) that vnderſtude 

Zone ſweit ſinging, ¢ quhat the bird dois mene 

Quod he Father fa ze will not be tene: 

J fuld som ſchaw quhat zone bird ſings fa ſweit 

And euerie note J fall som Interpzeit. 

Quod J deir fone, J pray the to me ſchaw, 

To fay the ſuith of na man ſtand thow aw. 

Quod he Father, kozſuith J tak greit feir. 

It fall som craib, hir fang quhen ze it heir. 

Map, nap, (ſaid J) of that haue thow na dout, 

The birds fang J pꝛay the tell me out. 

Quod he zone bird ſcho menis into hir fang, 

My Mother and se av abill to leif fa lang,. 

Quhill that ze ſtand befoir me as feruandis, 

And to be blyth hald watter to my handis. 

Sik that J will zow fuffer fic to do. 

Quod J that day thow fall neuer cum to. 

And fa at ſchoꝛt oꝛ euer J tuik reſt. 

Into the fey for to dꝛowne J him keſt. 

Than ſaid the King, to sow had bene na fhaith 

Unto his hands ze had haldin watter baith. 

4 think it had bene to zow baith pleſour, 

That sour ane fone had cum to fic Honour. 

Than faid the Knicht, that fame thing J cofes 

In greit furie J did it and wodnes. 

Wit and wifdome was went, will was was ve 
cht 


SEAGES. 327 


Richt and reſſoun and reuth quyte fra me ran. 
Sa quhen wit wants and ſtrenth of reſſoun leiſt 
J count a man na better noꝛ ane beiſt, 
That rynnis on heid and lukis to na reſſoun 
And fa did J quhen J my Sone did dꝛoun. 
Than faid the King, J think it was folie, 
Tow koꝛ to wyrk contrair the Maieſtie 
Ok God alone, and his greit pꝛaupdence, 
bis wit his will, and michtie Dedinance; 
Ze micht weill wit, God of his Sapience, 
That to sour Sone had fend him fic Science: 
To knaw the voce of the byꝛds in the Air, 
And it was God that cauſit hir to cum thair, 
To ſing that ſang, as God had hir directit, 
Foz in na fort ſcho micht na way neglectit. 
Thairkoir lat nane the man maiſt michtieſt, i 
Caſt him to wyꝛk contrair quhilk God hes dꝛeſt 
Foz it paſſis wit power and puiſſante, 
To wyꝛk contrair his michtie Oꝛdinance. 
Mow ze fall knaw the treuth and veritie, 
Jam sour Sone qubilk ze keſt in the fie. 
And the greit God of his michtie Godheid, 
es me pꝛeſeruit fra all danger of deid. 
And be his grate hes bꝛocht me to this ſtait, 
As J am now and koz me did debait. 
Foꝛ his foirſicht na way can be daun ſmozit, 
Bot euer maiv the fame will be decozit. 
As woꝛthie is for nane can wyzk contrair, 
His pꝛouydente, that ſchairplie J declair. 
Than the Father and Mother heiring that, 
Foz feir and Joy fell to the eird down flat. 
Quhome he tuke vp with all humilitie, 
Saping Father and Wother * not me. 

5 iij. 
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auc ze na dout ok all that J haue ſaid, 

Rather be blyth, Joyus, merie and glaid. 
With help of God na danger fall sow deir, 
Quhat euer ze think, J pꝛay sow tak na feir. 
Le fall nocht aill in geir noꝛ in perfoun, 

Ok all bygane, J grant zow plane pardoun: 
foꝛ ze fall fynd, that my micht and weilkair, 
Salbe sour gloir, foꝛ now and euer matr, 

Into this lyke, fa lang as J Indure, 

J haue reſſoun, ze twa me gat and bure. 

Sa with bipthnes, with hat into his hand, 

Me bit them baith, with merie hart lauchand. 
Than the Mother ſcho grat richt pieteoullie, 
And the Father the teir fell in his Exe. a 
Than faid the King, be ſtill and weip ze nocht. 
Foz in my Realme with blys ze falbe hꝛocht. 
And with all gloir thair fall ze honourit he, 
THith all blythnes, woꝛſchip and Dignitie: 
Aboue mp felf, except my Kinglie Croun, 
Quhilk is pꝛeſeruit bot to my awin perſoun. 
Sa in that place he left cevtane fernands, 
To reule c gyde pair rowmes pair rents ¢ lands 
Cuke his Father and Mother with him hame, 
Quhair thay leuit ſtill in Honour and gude fame 
All thair life tyme quhil God to deid thame dꝛeſt 
Gydit the Realme in Juſtitce peice and reſt. 
Unto the tyme cours was paſt of nature, 

Endit thair lyfs onlie to Godds pleſure. 


¶ How the Emprice was condampnit to deid. 
¶ With hir Luifer. but mercie or remeid. 


THAN Dioclefiane ſaid to the Empꝛeour 
Father this Cale J tald to sour pleſour, 
Dubils 
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Quhilk J beleue richt weill ze underſtand. 
Zr euerie woꝛd (quod he) Sone J warrand, 
It is ane taill to be notit J fap, 
Mot ane better J hard this mony a day. 
Than faid the Sone and pleis sour Maieſtte, 
howbeit that God hes geuin fic grace to me: 
Ok wit, wiidome, and vther greit Cunning, 
Ok diuers thingis hes lent vnderſtanding. 
Zit this ſuld not na way miniſche sour micht. 
Moz sour Honour, sour Maieſtie and hicht. 
Bot rather ſuld the fame eik and augment, 
Be richt, reſſoun, and equall Judgement. 
Sa in likewife the Kingis gre and eſtait, 
Mubilk was be God onlie pꝛedeſtinait. 
Send be the bird, to fing that he micht heir, 
QAuhilt in that cace was Goddis Meſlingeir. 
Foz had not bene God gaue that bird fic grace, 
Scho had not lung fic finging in fic place. 
The fonnis Honour, and all his dignitie, 
Tuik na honour fra the Father ze fe. 
Moz to his Mother it did na Hindevance 
Bot rather was thair honouris to auance. 
Foz as ze hard thay war honourit alwapis, 
Into his Realme, during thair like and dapis. 
Than faid agane to him the Empeeour, 
Jperſaue weill the ſonnis greit honour: 
Can na way pair the Fathers micht and gloir 
Bot rather ay to mak it moir and moir. 
Thairkoir J will the haill Impire reſing 
Into sour handis, and ze thairof be King. 
And gyde tbe ſame, and haue the reule and ſteir 
Foz J am auld, dow not fic burding beir. 
Bot rather wald be fet at reſt an eis, 
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And ze the Realme to gyde as ze beſt pleis. 
Foz J dow not Indure fic beſines, 

Be reſſoun of my eild and kebilnes. 

Than faid the fone fauing sour graces will, 
Co that fentence na way grant will J till. 
Bot ze fall ay haue the Authozitie, 

During zour life, euer mair abone me, 
To charge, command, to bid, and koz to do, 
In all effaivis, that euer pertenis ow to. 
All beſines that ar labozius, 

Actis and erandis, welthie and ponderus. 
Alwayis J will accept them vpon me, 

Tow for to ſezue, as is my greit dewtie. 
And euer fall, the famin nicht and day, 

To zour pleſure, in fa far as J may. 

The Empꝛeour than commandit his Juſtice, 
In Judgement fit, and do kurth his office, 
And the Empꝛice in peefence to gar being, 
CHith hir Rebald cled in wemens clething. 
Quhilk nixt hir ſelk he cauſit kor to ſtand, 
Than hir Ladeis in oꝛdour at the nixt hand. 
Than Diocleſiane to the Empꝛeour laid, 


Father souv Quene sour Honour hes degraid. 


Ouir all the warld ze ar greit Empꝛeour, 
And it pertenis to sour grace and Honour: 
To do Fuftice to all the fame defpris, 

Foz the fame thing sour Maieſtie requyzis 
Alweill to pure, as to the riche alway, 
Equall Juſtice ze ſuld miniſter av. 

Now J deſire that ze giue richt fentence, 
On the vntreuth, kalſet and greit offence 
Dont and alledgeit be the Emprice kalſlie, 
Be counfall ok hir lufe in contrair me. 


Be 
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Be quhais fals meanis ſeuin times kurth J was 
To the Gallous to lei my life in wed, (led, 
And daplie ſtude in greit perrell of like, 

And all this come thꝛow kalſet of zour wife. 

Alg to zour grace vnkaithkull ſcho hes bene 

Ok hir bodie, not gydand like ane Quene. 
Quhiltk ig weill pꝛouin into sour awin pꝛeſence 
Be manlie fiqnes, and perſite evidence, 

Apon the quhilks Jack and als defpeis, 
Juſtice and richt, euin as the caus requyꝛis. 
To sour Juſtice J wald ze gaue command, 

To giue ſentence but dilatouris fra hand. 
Quhen the Empꝛzice hard this ſair petitioun, 
Apon the eird than fell ſcho flatlingis doun. 

At the Empꝛeour afkit grace and mercie. 

Bot in na ſoꝛt fic thing thair culd not be, 
Accozding to the Law he bad pꝛoceid, 

And giue fentence conkoꝛme vnto hir deid. 

And bad pans weill to quhõe the deid was done 
Be gquhome, quhẽ, qubaiv, and hom lang 02 how 
And thairekter to mak the puniſchement, (fone 
As pleifit the Judge to gik kurth his Judgemẽt. 
Than faid the Judge na way J can hir clenge 
Foz hir awin deid hir ſelk it dois reuenge. 

Che perfite pꝛuke of hir Rebald and knatk, 
Thame felf baith fplis, as all man may perſait 
And than the fault it is leis Maieſtie, 

Done in contrair the Crownis dignitie. 

Into fa far as ſcho defoulit his bed, 

And his ane fone to Gallous gart be led. 
Thairkoir J giue in oppin audience, 

And pꝛonouncis now for extreme fentence, 

That the Empꝛice be bound to ane hors tail, 
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Thꝛow all the ſtreitis of the Cietie hir traill, 
Quhill ſcho cum to the place being koz to be, 
Foz hir pꝛepairit, that euerie man map fe, 
And thair with ſchame and lak to end hir like, 
In remembzance ſcho was ane Empꝛeours wife 
And als we giue on hir Rebald fentence, 

Foz his knaikrie, and his peruerſt offence: 
Contrair the Croun, merciles to be marterit, 
On the Rattis reuin, hägit, dꝛawin c quarterit 
And fine his fleſche kurth callin to the tykis, 
To be deuozit with doggis vnder dykis. 

And with the foulis that fleis in the Air, 

The doggis leuingis to tak vp to thair ſkair. 
In memozie that he durſt fic pꝛeſume, 

In contemptioun the greit Empꝛeour of Rome. 
This ſchairp fentence we pronounce oppinlie, 
To all pepill and dois it ratiſie. 

Wakis the fame knawin to all man patent, 
Alweill abſent, as thay that ar pꝛeſent. 

Sa war thay baith conkoꝛme to thair offence. 
Done and demanit, according to ſentence. 
Geuin and pronoiicit than be that awful Juge 
Quhairkra remeid thay had nane noe rekuge. 
Bot ſuffer deith with euerlaſting ſchame, 

And ay to bzuik of greit harlattis the name. 
As woꝛzthie was, for quhy continuall fin, 
TUith Indurit hart, euer to ly thaivin: 

But keir of God o2 ony repentence, 

Cauſit them fuffer fic doly fad ſentence. 
Howbeit that man fic baudzie did not knaw, 
Tit God in heuin richt weill it hard and ſaw. 
Foz all thing is to his Ene ay patent, 


Thairkoir he fand ane ſubtell Inſtrument, 4 
0 
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To mak fic thing to mannis ficht be kend, 
Chis ze map fe of this Empꝛice the end. 
Praying greit God of vs to haue mercie, 
And hir koꝛgiue, Amen fa mot it be. 


¶ Ane declaratioun to the Emprice efter hir deid. 


FAITH LES febill fule, 6 helie het hoillit hure, 
O poyſonit paddokis pule, 6 mifchant mad Monſture 
Curſt catiue creature, 6 Sathans ſeid all ſchent, 
That euer zit wrocht nature, or zit to lyfe was lent. 
Quhair was thy wifdome went, quhen fic fulifche thow fand, 
Thy luft thow may lament, that euer tuik fic on hand. 
Thow hes loift lyfe and land, and all thy Royall rout, 
Thy ftait na way culd ftand, it was fa ftinkand ftout 
Vpon the all cryis out, fy, fy, for verray ſchame, 
All wemens feid dois {chout, vpon thy filthie name: 
Ay waryit be the wame, that brocht the in this lyfe 
Euer to bruik fic blame, wa worth the wickit wyfe: 
Rutit in fturt and ftryfe, thy bow was euer bendit 
Thairfoir but fword or knyfe, thy lyfe now thow hes endit 
Sa greitly thow offendit, vnto ane Innocent, 
That thow wald neuer mend it, into this lyfe prefent. 
Thow wald neuer repent, bot wrocht wrang with Iniures, 
Now with fchame thow art ſchent, heid patroun to all hures 
Ay quhill this warld Indures, euer to bruik that name, 
With all quick Creatures, with fclander lak and {chame. 


Frons meretricis non erubeſcit 
{Nec in ea voluptas nunquam ſeneſcit. 


Now our Empꝛice hes ſufferit deid and gane 
Chairfoir as now we will let hir alane 
With hir Harlot, qubais dayis thay haue ill ſpẽ⸗ 
Ane Ill entrie for commoun is Ill endit. (dit 
As weill appeirit in deid betuir thame tway, 
Ok thame as now na farther J will fap. 

Bot in all haiſt ga finiſche furth our buik. 
Becaus the fame to do we vndertuik. 

Thairkoir as now mair time we will not ſpend 
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Bot ſchaw at ſchoꝛt of the gude Empꝛeours end 
Chithin few dapis efter this befines, 

Che Empꝛeour he tuik ane fair ſeiknes: 

As pleſit God, and papit his naturall det, 

As the time come, and as the terme was ſet. 
Diocleſiane than tuik the ſteir on hand, 

And Empꝛeour was of that countrie and land 
Reulit the Impire with wildome and prudence 
Held his Maiſteris in daylie reuerente. 

Be quhais counfall, wiſdome and defive, 

He gydit weill his Kingdome and Impire. 
That he peecellit all his pꝛedeteſſouris, 

In viches, wiſdome, Juſtice and honouris. 

Ok his lieges fic luke Hill he congueiſt, 

Chat ouir all thing in eird thay tude him beſt. 
His Maiſters als thay lude him ouir all thing, 
TUith all ſeruice, as thaiv trem Lozd and Ring. 
Into fa fav, thame {elf in Jeopardie 

Chap put oft times to ſaue his honeſtie, 

And ſa endit thair dapis in greit Honour, 

In Joy and mirth, and to the greit pleſour 

Ok Gad alone, to quhome all Honour be, 
Laude, pꝛaiſe, Impire, triumphe and dignttie. 
Kingdome, Renoun, and Joy pevpetuall, 
Louing and luke, obedience ouir all. 

Pelth and vertew, and euerlaſting gloir, 

Into all warldis, baith nom and euer motr. 
Be to that Lord with all humilitie, 

And to diſtill ane drop of his mertie 

On vs finners, his gloiv that we may fe it 

To his pleſure, fay euerie man fo be it. 


Finis quod Rolland. 


¶ Ane 


¶ Ane ſchort ſchawing quhair and quhen, and at 
quhais requeift this buik was tranflatit out 
of prois in Scottis Meter. 


AT the requeiſt of my Ant callit Cait, 

In rouſtie ryme this quair J did tranflait 
Ok all trim termis as ze may ſe denude, 
Betaus eho me pꝛoteſtit air and lait 
All ſtrange termis to caſt out of my gait. 
Saying to me ſcho not thame vnderſtude, 
Requiring als that J wald be fa gude 
THemens Honour to hald vp and eſtait, 

As ze may fe, J durſt not ellis bot dude. 


Sa in feuin oulkis this quair was clene copleit 
Out of plane pois, now keipand meteris keit 
Mithin the fort and Towze ok Camtalloun, 
Quhen the Inglis Floit belide Inchekeith did 
Upon the ſey, in that greit birning heit, (leit 
Baith Scottis ¢ Inglis ok Leith lay at p* toun, 
Mith ſchairp afleige, and garneiſt gariſoun 

On ather fide, quhair findzie loiſt the fweit, 
That famin time J maid this tranſlatioun. 


In mirrines, ſen my Ant cauſit me mak it 

J som require gude Beidaris for to tak it 
Into patitce, quhair falts ar fod coꝛrect thame 
Tit war J laith ouir fav that it war lakit. 

Gik tum verſe haltis, og onp cullouris crakit 
Foz my requeiſt tak out ane pen and blek thame 
Betaus koꝛ haiſt perchance J did neglect thame 
For gif fa be, J can na way defend it 

Extule it ſelk, and fa this quair is endit. 


@ Quod Rolland. 1560. 


@The Author fayis to the Buik. 


i haiſt ga hy the to ſum hoill, 

And Hyde the, be not callit ane buik 
Ga cowme the ouvir all clene with coill 
Sone ſmeir the ouir with [middie mul, 
Oꝛ ſcour pottis to ſum creiſchie Cuik: 
Dz in ſum kitching turne the ſpeit: 
Amang Ladeis thow dar not luik 

Foz thay will on the with thair keit, 

Foz men of gude thow art not meit 
Chap will the hald of ſmall auaill, 
Quhat reſtis thair than bot sald thy Spꝛeit: 
Dez to trpit Cinklavis tell thy taill. 

Thy rouſtie rypme amang thame raill 
Foz honeſt folk kew will fet by the, 

And J weir be the Rude of Craill 
Tuitching my part heir J deny the: 

My counfall is, that thom gar cry the 
Amang Cowelinkis and commoun hures, 
All gude wemen thay may defy the 

DE all thy crakis thap tak na cures: 

Bot fond Fillokis vp in the Mures 
Quha fir zow reddis, Sym Skynnar hangthame 
Se on thame thow wirk all Jninves, 
Pas on and fend thy felf amang thame. 


Quod Rolland in Dalkeith. 


V Et fic est finis 


Laus detur & gloria trinis. 
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